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The Printers to the Reader. 


BAge He dedication of this work having been 

FR made by the Authour to the Divine Ma= 
Sa je/tie onely,how ſhould we now preſume 
a to intereſt any mortall manin the patro- 
7E& nage of it? Much lefſe think we it meet 
ro ſeek the recommendation of the Muſes , for that 
which himſelf was confident to have been inſpired by 
a diviner breath then flows from Helicon. The world 
therefore ſhall receive it in that naked fimplicitie, wirte 
which he lef+ jr, without any addition either of ſupport 
or ornament, more then isincluded init felf, We leave 
it free and unforeſtalled to every mans pacgamane, and 
to the benefit that he ſhall finde by peruſall. Onely for 
the clearing of ſome paſlages, we have thought it nov 
unfit. ro make the common-Reader privie to {ome feyy 
particularities of the condition and diſpoſition of the 
Perſon; 

Being nobly born, and as eminently endued witly 
gifts of the minde, and having by induſtric and happy 
education perfeQed them to that great height of excel= 
tencie whereof his fellowſhip of Trinitic Colledye in 
Cambridge , and his Orator-ſhip ih the Univerkitie, 
together with that knowledge which the Kings Court: 
had taken of him, conld make relation farre above vr= 
dinarie, Quitting both his deſerts and all the opportu< 
nities that he had for worldly preferment , he -berook: 
himſelf to the SanRuarie and Temple of God, choo- 
ling rather to ſerve at Gods Altar, then to ſeek the ho» 

2 Nour 


nour of State-employments. As for thoſe inyeard en- 
torcements to this courſe(for outward there was none 

which many of theſe enſuing verſes bear witnefle of, 
they detra& not from the freedome , but adde to the 
honour of this reſolution in him. As God had enabled 
him, ſo he accounted him meer not onely to be called, 
but to be compelled to this ſervice: Wherein his faith. 
full diſcharge was ſuch, as may make him juſtly a com- 
panion to the primitive Saints, and a pattern or more 
tor the age he lived in, 

To teſtifie his independencie upon all others , and 
£0 quicken his diligence in this kinde, he uſed int his or- 
dinarie ſpecch, when he made mention. of the bleſſed 
name of our Lord and Sayjour Jeſus Chriſt, to adde, 

My Maſter. 
' Next God, he loved that which God himſelf hath 
magnificd aboye all things, that is, his Word: ſo as he 
hath been heard to make tolemne proreſtaiivn, that he 
would not part with. one leaf thereof for the whole 
world, if it were offered him in exchange. 

His obedience and conformitie to the Church and 
the diſcipline thereof was Gngularly remarkable. 
Though he abounded in private —_—_—_— went 
he every morning and evening with his familie tothe 
Church;and by his example, exhortations, and encou- 
ragements drew the greater part of his pariſhioners to 
accompanie him dayly in the publick celebration of 
Dyvine Service, 

As for worldly matters, his love and eſteem to them 
was ſo little, as no man can more ambitioully ſeek, 
then he- did earneſtly endeavour the reſignation of an 
kceclefaſticall dignitie, which he was pofſteflour of. But 
God permitted nor the accompliſhment of this defire, 
having ordained him his inftrument for reedifying of 
the Church belonging thereunto , that had layenrui- 
nated almoſt ryyenty yeares, The reparation —_—— 
Javing 


having been uneffeQually attempted by publick col- 
leions , was in the end by his own and ſome feyy 
others privare free-will-ofterings ſuccesfully effeed, 
With the remembrance whereof, as of an eſpeciall 
good work, when a friend went about ro comfort him 
on-hisdeath-bed, he made anfiver , It # a good mo 
if it be ſprinkled with the bloud of Chriſt: otherwiſe 
then in this reſpe& he could finde nothing to glorie or 
comfort himſelf with, neither in this, nor in any other 
thing. 

And theſe are but a few of many that might be ſaid, 
which we have choſen to premiſe as a glance to ſome 
parts of the enſuing book, and for an example to the 
Readcr. We conclude all with his own Motto, with 
which he uſed to conclude all things that might ſeem 
to tend any way to his own honour; 


Leſſe then the leaſt of Gods mercies, 
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e The Dedication. 


Bo wy fr/t fruits preſent themſelves to thee; 
Tet not mine neither: for from thee they came, 
And muſt m—_ Accept of them and me, | 
And make us ftrive, w beſt thy Name, 
T urs their eyes hither, who ks, 2 gain: 
T heirs, who ſhak burt themſelyes 67 me, refrain. 
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SAILS 


Th h-porch, 
Perirrhanterium, 
nn Hou, whoſe fyycer youth and carly hopes in- 


Tay. rage and prices and mark! thee for #- 


ute 3 
Hearken ynto a Verſer, who-may chance 
Ryme thee to good, and make a bait of pleaſure; 
A verſe may finde him, whoa ſermon: flies, 
And turn delight into a ſacrifice, 


+ Beware of luſt: it dathpollute and foul fre . 
Whom God in Baptifme waſhke with his. own blouds 
It blots we Saas written in thy ſoul; 


"The holy lines cannot be underſtood, 
Hoyy dare thoſe eyes upon a Biblelook, _ 
Much lefle towards God;whoſe luſt is all their book? 


Wholly abſtain, or wed. Thy bounteous Lord 

Allows thee choiſe of paths: take no by-wayes; 

Burt gladly welcome what he doth afford; 

Not grudging, that thy. luſt hath bounds and Riaics, . 
Continence hath: his joy: weigh both; and 1o- 
IE.rottennefl; have more, let Heaven go. 


If God had laid allcomman, certainly 

Man would have bcen th'incloſcr: bur fince now 

God hath impal'd us, cn the contrary 

Man breaks the fenge, and every.ground. will plough# 
O what were man,might he himſelf miſplace! - 
Sure to be cxoll; he would, hift feet and face. _ 
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D The Churth-porch. 
Drink not the third glaſſe, which thou canſt nor tamg, 


En once it is within thee; but before 
Mayſt rule it, asthon liſt: ang poure che ffnme, 1 
Which it would poure on thee,upon the floore. 
It is moſt juſt tro throyy that on the ground, 
Which would throyy me there, if T keep rhe round, 


He that is drunken, may hig mother kill 

Bigge with his ſiſter : he hath loſt the reins, 

Ts outlawd by himſelf : all kinde of ill 

Did with his liquour {lide into his veins. 
The drunkard fortets Man,and doth deveſt 
All worldly right,ſave what he hath by Beaſt, 


Shall I, topleaſe anothers wine-fprung minde, 
Loſe all mine own? Gcd hath giv'n me a meaſure 
thort of his canne, and bodie: mnt I finde 
A pain in that, wherein he findes a pleaſure? 
Stay at the third glaſle: if thou lole thy hold , 
Then thou art modeſt, and the wine grows bold. 


It reaſon move not Gallants, quitthe room, 
(All in a ſhipwrack ſhift their everall way) 
Let not a common ruine thee intombe : 
Be nvt a beaſt in courteſie ; but ſtiy, 
Stay at the third cup, or forgo the place. 
Wine aboye all things doth Gods ſtamp deface; 


Yet, if thou finne in wine or wantonnefle, 

Boaſt not thereof; nor make thy ſhame thy glorie, 

Frailtie gets pardon by ſubmiſſiveneſle; 

But he that boaſts, ſhuts that ur of his ſtorie, | 

He makes fit warre with God, 2nd doth defie f 
& 


;: With his poore clod of earth the ſpacious skie. 


The Church-porch: - 


Take not his name; who made thy mouth, in vain: 

It gets thee noun, and hath no excuſe. 

Luſt and wine Pl d a pleaſure avarice gain: 

But the cheap {wearer through his 2 fluce 
Lets his ſoul runne for nought,as little fearing, 
Were I an Epioure, I could bate ſwearing, 


When thou doſt tell anothers jeſt, therein 

Omit the oathes, vvhich true wit cannot need: 

Pick out of tales the mirth, but nor the ſinne, 

He pares his apple, that will cleanly feed. 
Play not away the vertue of that name, (tame. 
Which is thy beſt ſake , when gricfs make thee 


The cheapeſt ſinnes moſt deerly puniſht are; 
:Becauſe to ſhun them alſo is ſo cheap: 
For ye have wit to mark them, and to ſpare, 
O crumble not away thy ſouls fair heap. 
If thou wilt die, the gates of hell arc broad: 
Pride and full finnes have made the way a road. 


Lie nots bur lct thy heart be true to God, 
Thy mouth to it, thy a&ions to them both: 
Cowards tell lies,and thoſe that fear the rod; 
The ſtormie working ſoul ſpits lies and froth, 
are to'be true, Nothing can need a ly: 
A fault,which needs it moſt,grows wo thereby? 


Flie idleneſſe, which yer thou canſt notflie 
By drefling, miſtreſſing, and complement. 
if thoſe take up thy day, the ſunne will crie 
Againſt thee fox his light was onely lent. (theryg 
God gave thy ſoul brave wings; put not thoſe fea 
Into a bed.,to ſleep out all ill wearhers, 
> A 2 Art 
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Art thoua Magiſtrate? then be.ſoyeres +». ' 1 1 
If (tudious, CC ie fajr, what; time bach blace'd; £3221 
Redeem truth. tram. bis jaywes:-if:ſouldiers. 1; ' 
Chaſe brays employments with a.naked (word: | - 
Throughout the warld, Fool-not: for all may have, 


If they daxe try, a gloriqus life, or grave, 


O England, full of fipqe, hutmobotifathl.  - | * 
Spit our th all thy breft-with glove: 
hy Gentry bleats, as4f thy native cloth | > © 11 1 


Transfils'd a ſhgepdhaefſe ingo thy Rojie: 
Not that they all are 3 but shat.the moth 
Are gone to grafle, ang.ia the paſture loſt, 


This lolls ſprings chiefly fram ony education. | 
Some tilltheirgrgund,bur let weeds choke their ſanne: 
Some mark a-partridge, neyex theirchildes faſhion. 
Same ſhip them over, andthe thing,is done. 

Studie this arr, make it thy great deſigne; 

And if Gads.image move thee nat, ket thine, 


- Some great eſtates provide, kurt do nothieed 
A maſt ring mnde; ſo. both are loft thereby: 
. Orels they breed them tendex, make-them.need 
All that they leave : this is flat 24s | 
For he that needs five thouland pound toliycy 
Isfultas p9ore as he. that,nee9s but five, 


"The way to make thy ſonnerichy is:tq ll, 
His minde wich reſt, before his.trunk wth riches: 
For wealth without contentment, clumqbes a hill. 
'To feel thole tempeſts, which fly over ditches.” . 
But ifthy ſonne can make.ten pound his meadute, 
: Thea all rchou addeR may be x : 
_— x Door — —_— Yom mo nn. en 
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The Chitych- porch, 


When chon doft putpoſe ought, (Within thy power) 
x | | 


Be ſure ro Uo it ; rhotgh it be butt (mall, 
Conſancie knits te bones, and makes us Rowre, 
Whefrwanton' pleaſures becken us to thrall, 
Who breaks his own bond, forfeiteth himſelf * 
" "What narure made a Thip, he makes a ſhelf, 


Do all things like a man, fot fneakingly: 
Think Foes et thee thll; for his King does, 
Simpring is'but'a Ing bgyocrite 
Give it a corner, and the clue undoes, 
Who fearsto doill, ſets himſelf to task: 


Who fears'to do well, ſure ſhould wear a mas%; 


Look to thy mouth ; diſeaſes enter thete. 
Thou haſt two ſconſcs,if thy Romack call; 
Carve, or diſcourſe ; do not a famine fear. 
Who carves,is kind to two; who talks,to all. 
Lod6k on meat, think it dirtythen eat a bits 
And ſay withall, Earthtd earth 1 contmit. 


Slight thoſe who ſay amidſt their ſickly health, 
Thou liv'ft by rule. What doth not ſo, but man? 
Houſes are built by rule, and common-wealths. 
Enrice the truſty ſunne, if char you.can 

From his ] 


e 
= Veric line : becken the skie, 
Who ls ty rule then, keeps good companie, 


Who keeps no guard upon himſelf, is ſlack, 
And rots 9 noone, at the next great thavy, 
Man is a ſhcp of rules, a well-wofy'd ack, 


Whoſe every pareell under-yyrites a law. 
Loſe nax thy ſelf » Hor give-thy hymours way: 
Godgave themts thee under lock and key, 
teas 1 
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s The Church-porch. 


By all means uſe ſometimes to be alone. 

Saltte thy:ſelf : ſee what thy ſoul dorh wear. 

Dare to look in thy cheſt; for'tis thine oven : 

And tumble up.and down what thou find'ſt there, 
Who cannot reſt till he good fellows finde, 
He breaks up houſe, turns out of doores his minde: . 


Be thrifty, but not covetous; therefore give 
"Thy need, thine honour, and thy friend his due, 
Never mas ſcraper brave man. Get to live 
[Then live,and uſe it: els, it is not true 
That thou haſt gotten. Surely uſe alone 
Makes money not a contemptible ſtone. . 


Never exceed thy income. Youth may make 

Ev'n with the yeare: butage, if it will hit, 

Shoots a boyw ſhort, and lefins ſtill hrs ſtake, 

As the day lefiens, and his life with ir. 
Thy children, kindred, friends upon thee calls: 
Before thy journey fairly part with all. 


Yet in thy thriving ſtill miſdoubr ſome evil; . 

Leſt gxining gain on thee, and make thec dimme 

To all things els. Wealth is the conjurers devil, 

Whom when he thinks he hatiy, the devil hath him, 
Gold thou mayſt ſafely touch; bur if it ſtick 
Unta thy hands, it wounderh to the quick, 


What skills it, if a bag of ſtones or gold 
About thy neck du drown thee? raile thy head; 
Take ſtarres for money; ſtarresnortto be told: 


By any art, yet to.be poom_ 
as 


Noneis lu waſtfull as the ſcraping dame: *_ 
She loſcth chree for onezher ſoul, reſt, fame,” 


The Chuych-porch. 7 
By no meansrunne indebt: take thine own meaſure, 
Who cannot live on twentie pound a ycare, | 
Cannot on fourtie: he's a man of pleaſure, 
A kinde of thing that's for it ſelf too deere. 


T he curious unthrift makes his cloth too wide, 
And ſpares himſelf, but would his taylor chide. 


Spend not o0n.hopes, 'They that by pleading clothes 

Do fortunes ſeek, when wonh andfervice Gil = 

Would have their tale beleeved for their oathes, 

And are like'emprty veſtels under ſail. | 
Old courtiers knoyw this: therefore fer out ſo, 
As all the day thou mayſt hold out to go. 


In clothes, cheap handſomneſſe doth bear the bell 
Wiſedome's a trimmer thing, then ſhop ere gave. 
Say not then, This with that lace will do wellz 
But, This with my diſcretion will be brave, 


Much curiouſneſſe is a pe tuall wooing 
ally 


Nothing with labour, folly lonz a doing.. 


Play not for gain, but ſport. Who playes for more 
'T hen he can loſe with pleaſure, ſtakes his heart; 
Perhaps his wives too, and whom ſhe hath bore: 
Servants and churches alſo play their part. 
Onely a herauld, who that way doth paſſe, | 
Findes his crackt name at length inthe church-glaſſe. 


Tf yet thou love game at ſo deere a rate, 
Learn'this, that Rath old gameſters decrly coſt: 
Doſt loſe? riſe up? doſt winne? tiſe inthat ſtate, 
Who ftrive'to fit out loſing hands, are loſt, 
Game is 4civil gunpowder, in peace 
Blovving up houſes with their whole increaſe. 
« bs Pd 


S The Chutrch-porch. 


In cotryetſation boldneffe now bears ſway,” | 
But know,that-ndthing can To fogliſhbe, ] 
=: therefore firſt allay 


| be 
Boldiieftc guilds finely, and will et it forth. 


Be tot roaM Is thy complexion. lovfre? 

en ke&p:{uch companie ; make then thy all 

Get a BE ens > cre hs ne ty all 

of ſtumbler fumbles leaſt_in rugged way. 
Comtnand thy {elf ia chief, Helios vearre knovys; - 

Whom all his palliots follow, as he goes. 


Carch nac at quarrely. He that dares nor (peak - 
Plainly and homegis comward of the rywo. 
Think riot thy famearty'ry twitch will break:. 
By goat deeds ſheyyahar thou canſtlitck doz 
nd do them norzthar ſhall chy wifdome bez 
And change thy temperance into braverie. 


"*#* chat thy fame with ev'ry toy be pos'd, : 
*Tis a thinne webbe,which poyſonous fancies make; - 
Bur the great ſouldiers honour was compos'd 
Of thicker Kuife, vyhich would endure a ſhake, 
- - Widome picks friends; ciyiliic playesche reſt, 
A toy ſhunn'd cleanly paſſeth with the beſt, 


Laugh not too much: the wittie man laughs lealt; 

For wit is neyves onely to_ ignorance. 

Lefle at thine own ings bnghg let in the jel} 

"Thy perſon ſharegand the conceit adyance, 
Makenat thy © ERS" :for the fly. ] 
That feeds on dung,is coloured thereby: _ 


" Allki 
But may be-Wittiey ifthon haft.th6-yein. * 


Wir's an uninly ergitte; wiltly firiking — 
Sometimes 4 ft1et1&5ſothitimes rhe engineer? 
Haſt thou the knack? pamper it not with liking 
But if chow want ir; briy ir riot too deete. 
Many alt&img wit beyondiwir power, 
. Naye gbtzu bhadtare foolfor an houthy - 


A ad wiſe yaloat isthe brive complexion, 

Thar leads the yart; and{walloyves up the cities; 

T he gigler is milk-maid; yrhomr inteRion,: '- 

Or a fn'd beacon frightethfromhis ditrits, /- -- 
Then he's the fport: che mirth then in him reſts 


And the fad rharv is cock of all is jefts, 


Towards great perſons aſe reſpe Rive boldnefſe: 
That temper gives ther theirs, and yer doth: rake 
Nothing from thine; iri forvite, care; of coldnefls 
Doth#arably thy fortunes marre or make,” 
Feed rio mith-in! tis fitines: for adulation 
Poth make thee parccl}Hdevil in danmartion;, 


Envie not grearneſſty for thou mak st thereby * 
Thy ſelf the worſe, and fo'the diſtance greaters '*- 
Be not thine own Wortti: yet ſuch jeatonfie, | 
As hurts not others, but tay mike thee bercer, 
Is a g00d ſpurre, Corre& thy paſſions ſpite, _ 
Flicwraioy the beaſtodrave thee to kappy light. 
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The Church- pdreh; "S 

Pick out of mitth, like ſtones Sur of ty #totmd, 

Profaneneſſe, filthineffe; abufivetiefle, © - 

Theſe are the fcurniriegvirhr which courſe wits bound: © 

The fine nay ——_ theſe well,” yet riot £0 lefle; | 
nes arc Þ 


itee with : norhi that's plain L 
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LO: The  Church-porch. 


When baſeneſſe is exalted; do not bate - - _ 

The place its honour, for the perſons ſake. 

Lhe Fine is that which thou doſt venerate; - 

And not the beaſt, that bears it on kis back. 

; _ I care not though the cloth of ſtate ſhould be. 
No: of rich arras,bue mean tapeſtrie.. 


Thy friend put in thy boſame: wear his ejes-, 
Still in thy heart, that he may ſee what's there. 
Tf cauſe require , thouart his ſacrifice ; 

Thy drops of bloud muſt pay down all his fears 
But love.js loſt; the way of friendſhip's gone, 


Though David had his Jonathaz,Chrift his John;-. 


Yet be not ſurety, if thou be a father, 

Love js perſonall debt. I cannot give 

My childrens right,nor ought he take it:rather 

Both friends ſhould die;then hinder them to live... 
Farhers: firſt enter bonds to Natures ends; 
And are her ſureties, ere they are a friends, 


If thon be-in2le,all thy gaods and ground. 

Submit to love 3 but. yer nor more theu all. 

Giveoneeſtate, as one life, None-is bound 

'To work for woywho brought himſelf ro thrall.. 
God made me one-man; love makes me no more, 
T1ll Jabour come,and. make my weakneſle (core, 


Tn thy diſcourſe; if thou deſire to pleaſe - 
All ſuch4s courteous, uſefull;new,or wittic, . 
Uſcfulneſſe comes by labour, wit by eaſe; 
Courtelze grows in court ; news.in the.citie. 
Get a good ſtock of theſe,then draw the card: 
Thx luics him beſt, of-yyhom thy ſpeechis heard. 


Entice - 


— 


The Church-porch; * Y 


Entice all neatly to: whar they know beſt ; 

For ſo thou doſt thy. ſelf and him a pleaſure: 

(Bur a proud ignorance will loſe his reſt, 

Rather then ſhew his cards) ſteal from his treaſure 

 Wharts ask farther, Doubts well rais'd do lock * 
The ſpeaker ro thee, and preſerve thy ſock, - 


If thou be Maſter-gunner,ſpend not. all 
That thou canſt ſpeak,at once ; but husband it, - 
And give men turns of ſpeech: do not foreſtall - 
By laviſhneſſe thine own,and others wit, 

As if thou mad'ſ thy will. A civil gueſt 

Will no moxe talk all, then cat all the feaſts * 


Be calm in arguing: for fiercenefle makes -- 
Errour 4 fault,and truth diſcourtehie. 
Why ſhould I feel another mans miſtakes _ 
More,then his fickneſles- or poyertie? - 

In love I ſhould : but anger isnot love, 

Nor wiſdome neither: therefore gently move, 


Calmneſle is great advantage : he that lets 
Another chafe,may warm him at his fire, 
Mark all his wandrings, and enjoy his frets ; 
As cunning fencers {uffer heat to tirc. | 
Truth dwells not in the clouds:the bow that's therEy © * 
Doh often aim at, never hit the ſphete. 


Mark what another (ayes: for many are. | 

Full of thenſelves.and anlywer their own notion, ©, 

Take all into thee; then with equall care - |, Y 

Balance each dramme of reaſon;like a potion. er" 
If truth be with thy friend,be with them both; © 
Share 3f the conqueR, and confeſſe a troth, © 


Y — — — F / 
+ = 


1S The Churth-porch:;. 
Be uſefull where thou liveR, that ma 


Both want and with thy pleaſing prefence Ril. 

Kindnefſe, good part tplaces are the way 

To comp 5. Finde out mens vyants and will, 
And meet them there; All worldly oyes go leflie 


To ths one joy-of doing kindneſſes. 


Pitch thy behaviour Tow, thy proje&s highs 
So ſhalt chou humble and animous bez 
Ank norin fpirit. Who aimerh atrhe sky, 
Shoots higher mach then hethat means a tree; 
A grainof glorie mixe with hutnbleneſle 
| Cures both a feyer and lechargickneſſe. 


Let thy minde fill be bent, ſtill plorting "where; 

And when, and how rhe fie may be done, 

nc par dennis we: oo ”— ray | 
ongh he alight ſomerumes, iti ON. 

: Ae and Grier ſpirirs live Done: | 

| * Write on the others, Here lies ſuch @ One 


Slight not the fmalleft loffe, whether it be 
In love or hoftiour : rake account of all ; 
Shine like the fanne _ corner: ſee 
Whether thy tack” of credit {well,or fall. 

Who fay, I care nor, thoſe I give for loſt; | 
And to infiuQtthem,* will nor quirthe coſt; 


$corn no mans Toye, though of a mean deggeey- 
{Love is'x preſence for 4 mightie king 
ha gue) def ay one _ (ne. 
deſtroy ,fo 2 little fling.- 
_ The amnoig mevknan riever doth Suſe 
«Fe mabaneſt tool; that he may chance to uſe, 


— = 


— 
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The Churth-porch/ RB 


All forrain wiſdome doch amount to this, 

To take allthat is given'; whether wealth, 

Or love;br languaye ; fiorhing cotties anifſt; 

A good digeſtion rurneth all ro health: 
Rod then as farre as fair behaviour my, _ * 
Suike off all ſcores; noge axe ſo cleate as they? 


Keep all chy native good, and filaturalize- 
All forrain'of that name; bur feorn their ill; 
Embrace their a&iveneſit, nor vanities. 


Who follows all things, forfeirerh his veil; 
If thou eleven it-cach fir, 
| cunune ther out of all rity with - 
Aﬀed in thi 


hin about thee cleanlineffe, 
"That all may gladly boatd thee, as a flovyre: 
Slovens take up their Rock of noiformneſſe 
Beforchand, and atiticip; ir lat houre., 
Let thy mindes fweetnefle Have his of 
Uyort thy. body, clothes, and habjration. | 


PE EE 


In Almes regard thy means, and others miexir] : 
Fhink hear'na better bargain, chenro give : 
Onely thy fngle market-money for it. 

Joyn hands with-God to make a man to live. 


Give to all zto a go0e e ming 
Till chouwchange namrsand be where he begark. 


Man is Gods image 3 but'a yoore man is 

Chriſts ſtamp to-boot : both images regard. 

God reckons for hins, counts the fayour his; 
Write, So much giv'n to God; thou ſhalt be heard] 
Lat thy almes go before, and keep heay'ns gare 
Open tor theez.or both maycome roo late, 


# 
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Reſtore to God his due in tithe and time: 
A tithe pyrloin'd cankers the whole eſtate, 
Sundaies obſerve: think when the bells do chime, 
'Tis angels muſick,; therefore come not late, 

God then deals bleMNings : Tf a king did ſo, 


Who would not haſte,nay give, to fee the ſhow... 


[Twice 6n the day his due is underſtood; 

For all the yeek = food (o oft he gave thee, : 
"Thy cheere is mended; bate not of the-food, 
Becauſe 'tis better, and perhaps may fave thee. - 


Thwart notth' Almighty God:O be not croſle. - 
ur then 'tis gaingnot lofle... 


| Faſt yrhen thou wilt; b 
Though private prayer bea brave deſigne 
Yet publick hath more promiſes, ix, 2m 
And love's a weight .to hearts,te cies a ſigne, 


* Weall are but cold luitours ; let us move 


Where it is warmeſt. Leave thy fix and ſeven; 


Pray with the moſt;for where moſt pray,is heavens. 


When once thy foot enters the church,be bare, 
Jod is more there then thou: for thou art there 
Orely by his permiſsion. Then beware, 
And make thy ſelf all reverence and fear. 
" Kneeli 
All equa 


are within the churches gate, 


- Reſortto ſermons, but to Payens moſt: 
ng 


Praying's the end of preaching. O be dreſt; 

Stay not for th' other pin:why,thou haſt loſt 

A joyfor it worth worlds; Thus hell doth jeit - 
" Amay thy blefsings,andextreamly flour thee, 


Tz —  ——— = 


Thy clothes being faſt,bur thy ſoul looſe abou: thee. 


4 /b 


«ny ſpoil'd filk Rocking: quitthy ſtate, 


- 


he 


- 


- How know | thou,but 


Fhie Church-porchs bx 


Tn time of, ſervice ſeal up both thine eies, : 

And ſend them to thine heart; that ſpying finne, 
They may weep,out the ſtains by them didriſe: _.. 
'T hoſe dpores being ſhut,all by the earc comes in. . 
* Who marks was Sas wrath othersſ{ymmetric, 


Makes: all theis beautic bus deformaic, | 


Let vain or buke thoughts Have there no part: 
Bring not thy plough,thy plotsthy pleaſures thither, . 
Chriſt purgd his xemple z {o.muſt thou thy heart. 
All worldly thoughts are but rheeves met together 
" Tocouzin thee. Look to thy aGtions well: 

For churches axe cither our heay'n or hell. 


Judge not the preacher; for he is thy Judgee- 

If thou my{like him, thou conceiv' | him not. - 

God calleth preaching folly. Donot grudge . 

To pick out treaſures from an earthen pox, 
The worſt ſpeak ſomething good: if all wanrſcnſeg,! 
God takes a text, and om patience. 


He that gets patience; and the bleſſing which 
Preachers conclude with, hath nor loſt his pains;: 
He that by beingat church eſcapes the liech,, 
Which he might fallin by companions, gains. 
He that loves Gods abode, and to combine 
With ſaints onezarth,ſhall one day with them ſhine: - 


Jeſt not at preachers language , or expreſſion: 
thy ſinnes made him, miſcarried - 
Then turn thy faults and his into confeſſion: 
God ſent him, whatſoe're he be: O tarry, 
And loye him for his Maſter : his condition, - 
I hough ir be ill, makes hum no ill Phyſician. 
et 


 F8- 7h Chuvth-porth; 
None ſhall if k&l} ſick bitter paiigs endute, - 
As tholt; whe trivck at Gods of ſalvation, 
Whom of and balſaines ll, what falve cat1 cute? 
'The _ m— <==>orep oo > 
drander; and yy6; fo 
Though God dodge us i, 56 vhs ih 


wp it light Wide thothaft done 4 
Adin Top apoomann = Pw 
perm — al: ofath 

. win Oo vt, hrs 


Moſt ich. jadgd; er no wget, 
In brief, a&quir thee bravely; pay the man, 


Look nor 6ti pleaſures as they come, but go. 
Deferre not the leaſt vertue; lifes 91 ye ſpan 


Summe 


ake not aria; by a bes 
I dans; ys ded; ye theipal ins / 
£ well, the priſ fade, the of Sending 


Os... 


ke Fe DID T4 LD elzD) 
| REID 


_ Spperlimitiare? 


y oo whom the former precepts have 
Sprinkled and taught, hoy to behave 


Thy (elf in church pefpeachadd taſte 
The churches myſticall repaſt 


OO — 


X s POT PTL ANCE ALES: 


RY profznenefe; come not here; 
Nothing bur holy,pure,and cleaxe, 


Or that which groneth to be fo 
pill further $0. ; 


— at his 


| 
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ALAN NN CIRALERS 


TT he Altar. 


A broken AtTar, Lord, thy ſervant reares} 
Made of a heart , and + ecniented with ceares 5 
Whoſe parts are as thy hand did frame 
No workmans tool hath touch'd-the ſame, 


AHrarr alone 
Is fuch a ſtone , 
As nothing but 


Thy power doth cur, 
Wherefore each part 
Of my ' hard heart 
Meets in this frame, 
| To praiſe thy name: 
That if IT chance to hold my peace , 
Theſe ſtones to praiſe th:e may not ceaſe. 
O*let' thy blefſed SacKkriyaics be mine, 
And ſanRifie - this ALTAR to be thine; 


CE EIIPRTIIENIIHI 


The Church. 9 
The Sacrifice. 


H all ye, who paſſe by: whole eyes and minde 
Ofrs worldly a are ſharp, but to me blindez 


'To me, who took eyes that T might you finde: 
Was ever grief like mine? 


The Princes of my. peoplemake a tad 
Againſt their Maker: they do wiſh me dead, 
Who carmot wiſh, except I give them bread: 
Wa ever grief like mine? 


Withont me each one who-doth now me braye, 
Had to this day been an Egyptian ſlave. 
They uſe.that power againit me, which T gave: 
| Wa ever grief like mine? 


Mine own Apoſtle, whothe bag did beare, 
"Though he had all I had, did not forbeare 
'Toſcll me alſo, and to put me there; 

| Was ever grief, Wc: 


For thirty pence he did my death deviſe, 


| Whoat thuce hundred did the ointment prizes 


Not half ſo.ſyveet as my ſweet ſacrifice: 
Was ever grief, & Cc» 


Therefore my ſonl melts, and my hearts deare treaſure 
Drops bloud (the onely:beads) my words to meaſure: 
Oh let this cup paſſe, if it be thy pleaſure : 

Was ever grief, &c. 


Theſe drops being temper'd with a finners tears, 

A Balſome are for both the Hemiſpheres:: 

Curing all younds, but mine; all, but my fears:- 
 ® © Waeever glief, &@'6- Yee 


20. The Ohitrob. 
Yetmy Diſciples ſleep: 1 cannot gain. 4 
One houre of wardhitlgg buerherr Urdvſie brain 
Comfqzts not mez-and doth my doftrine ſtain: 
Tem + *** *- Was ever tief he inet 
Arife, iriſe, they come. Look how they runne. 
Alas! whe hall they make to be Rb 
How with theirlanterns do they ſeck the ſunnel! 
**, = be&2 Was evergrief, '@'c, 
With clubs vid ftxVes they Teck me, as a thief, 
Who am the wiy of truth, the true relief; 
Moſt true4s rho{e, Who wre' ny greateſt grief * 
' Wi evergrief, © c«- 
Judas, doſt Se $507 bovis a kiſſe? 
Canſ} thou finde Hell about mytips? and mille 
OFTife, juft at'the-gtes bf Tife and blifle? 
Was ever-priefs @ 0: - A 
See, they lay Hold 6n me, not with the hands 
Of faith, bur furiet yer #rtheit commands 
I ſuffetbiading, Who hive tbogd their bands:- 
Was evergrief. 3 Wo 
All my Difciples flie; fear pritsa barre 
Betwixt my friend&and me. They leave the ſtatre, 
Thatbronght the wiſe men of the Eaſt from farre; 
Was evergrief. & c, 
Then from one ruler to another beund: 
They leade me; urging, that it was not ſound 4 
What 1 taught: Comments .would the text confound: 
: IWas ever grief, © c, 
The Prieſt and cules all falſe witnefle ſeek _ _.. 
*Gainſthimavho ſeeks nar life, but ische meek | 
Andieady Paſchal Lambe uf this great week : | | 
& Eon re, OG 


The Church. 


Then the graner ee, heme; 
That 1 »Y rothe Deitie, _ 
OY never t hooghechar aa robberiet 


. Wa ever erief like mine? 


tous Grid, thar. Ithe Temple to theflpore 

In three dayes raz'd; anduvifed asbefore, 

Why, he that built. theworld cando much moxe: 
; . as ever grief, &c- 


-5F 


— 2 
= 


'Then they condemnenyGallivech that ame breath} 


Which I do givethem.daily, untodeah. =” 
Thus Adan my firſt a renderech: - 
as ever grief, & Z 
They binde, and-lecademeunto Herod: he 
Sends mg to. Pilate. Tihis.makesthem agree, 
Bur yes thar friendſhip.is my enmitie:. 
"Was ever grief, & (4 
Heredand all his bands do ſet me light, 
Who teach all-hands.to warre, fingers to fight, 
And onely am the Lord hoe and might: 
Wai ever ref, &'c 


Herod in judgement (ſits, while I do ſtand, 
Examines me with a cenſorious hand: 


I him obey; who all things cle command: 


Wa ever grief, Cc} 


The Jews accuſe me with delpitefulneſſcz 
And vying malice with my geatleneſſe, 
Pick quarrels with their onely happineſſe? 
Wa evergrief, We 


1 anfwer nothing, but withpartience prove 

If Kony hearts will melt with gentle love, 

Bur ao dots hayyk at eagles with a dove? 
| ' Was evergrief, &%: 


=3 The Chuich; 
My filence rather doth augment their criez 
My dove doth back into my boſome flic, 
Becauſe the raging waters tall arc high: 
| Was ever grief like min 
Heark yore oe aloud ſtill, Crucifie: 
It « not fit be live aday , they cric, 
Who cannot live lefſe then eternally: 
is . Warovergrief,( (1 
P aleyeay —_ off3 bur they, 
e owndeare e, cry, Away, av | 
With nolſes confuſed fr:ghting the day? 
Fa ever grief,&c. 
Yer ſtill ny Sang cric,and op their eares, 
Putting my. life among their ſinnes and fears, | 


And therefore wiſh wy bloud on them and theirs: 
Was ever grief, & c« , 


See how ſpite cankers things. Theſe words aright 
Uſed, and wiſhed, are the whole worlds light: 
But hony is their gall, brightnefle their night: 
Was ever grief, WC 
They chooſe a murderer, and all agree 
In him to do themſelves a courteſie: 
For it was their oywen cauſe who killed me: 
Wa ever grief; 6, 


And a ſeditious murderer he yyas: ; 


BurT the Prince of peace; peace that doth paſſe 
All under{taading,more then heav'n doth glaſle; 
Was ever grief, c. 


Why, Ceſar4s their onely King. not I: 

He clave the ſtonie rock,when they were drie; 

But ſurely not thejg hearts , as I well tries: _ p 
Wa ever grief, C7 6+ Fo 


& 


The Church, 
Ah! how they ſcourge me! yet my tendernefſe 
Doubles eactilaſh: and yet their bitterneſſe 
Windes up my grief to a myſteriouſneſſe: 


= _— 


Wa ever grief like mine? 


They buffet me,and box me as they hiſt, 
Who graſp the earth and heaven with my fiſt, 
And never yer,yvhom I yould puniſh, miſs'd: - 


Wm ever grief, gc; 


Bchold, they ſpit on me inſcornfull wiſe, 
Who by my ſpittle gave the blinde man cies, 
Leaving his blindneſſc to mine enemies: 


Was ever grief, &'c: 


My face they cover, though it be divine, 
AS Moſes face wis vailed, fo is mine, 
Leſt on their double-dark ſouls either ſhine: 
Wa cyergrief, & c. 


Servants and abjeQs flout me; they are wittie: 
Now propheſie who ſtrikes thee, is their dittie, 
So they in me denie themſelves all pitic: 

Wa ever grief, & 0« 
And nowT am deliver'd unto death, 
Which each one calls for ſo with utmoſt breath, 
T hat he before me well nigh ſuffereth: 

Was ever grief, Cc 


Weep not, deare friends, ſince I for both have wept 
When all my tears were bloud, the while you ſlept; 


Your tears for your own fortunes ſhould be kept : 
Wa ever grief, Oc. 


The ſouldiers leade me to the common hall; 
T here they deride me, they abuſe me all: 

Yet for ryelve heav aly legions I could call: _ 
| Was ever grief, @'s, 


The 


mc ence —_ —_— ——  — — —— 
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Wil 2 1cariet ro 
Which lewd nn blowd co Bette onal. may 
And cordiall left to repair mans decay: 


: Was ever prief like ming? 


"Then on my head acrovyn of thorns I wear: 
For thele ae all the grapes Sion doth bear, 
Though] my vine ated and watred there: 

| + _ . "Waever grief, &'G& 
So fits the earths ene dies fall 
Upon my head; ſo Iremove it. | 


From th' carthunto my brows, and bear the thrall; 


| Wa ever grief, &c, 
Then with thereed they gaveto me before, 


They ſtrike my head, the rock fram whence all torts 


Of heay nly bleflings iflye evermore: | | 
4 Wa ever grief, &*c: 


They bow their knees to me, and cry, Hail king, 

What ever ſcoffes or ſcornfulneſle can bring, 

I am the floure the fink, where they it fling: 
PRs Was ever grief, & 

Yet ſince mans ſcepters axe as frail as reeds, 


And thorny alltheir crowns, bloudie their weeds 
I who am Truth, torn into truth their deeds: 


Was ever grief, cx 
'T he ſouldiers alſo {hit pa that face, — 
Whuch Angels did.dchire to haye.the grace, 
And Prophers once tq ſee, bur found no place : 

Wa ever grief, @ c: 


Thus trimmed forth they bring me to the rout, 

Who Cructfe him, crie with one ſtrong ſhout. 

God holds his peace arman, and man cries out: 
.  Waevergrief, @&'& 


They 


The Church. 
They leade mein once more,and purting then 
Mine own clothes on, they leade me out agen. 
Whom devils flie;thus is he tof#d of men: 

Was ever grief like mine? 
And now wearie of {port, glad ro ingrofle 


All ſpite in one,counting ay life theirloſlt, 
'T hey carrie me ro my moſt bitter croſle: 


Was ever grief, &'c, 
My croffe Tbear my felf, untill Tfaines 
Then Simeon bears it for me by conſtraint, 
"The decreed burden of each mortall Saines 

Was ever grief, OC 
O all ye who paſſe by, beholdand ſee; 
Man ſtole hae. x 1muft lot the trees 
T he tree of life to al, but onely me: 

Wa ever grief, &c. 

Lo, here I hmg,charp'd with a-yyarld of finne, 


The greater world &th* two : for that came in 
By words, butthis by ſorrow T miſt win: 


Was ever grief, Cc. 
Such ſorroyy, as if {mull man could feel, 


Or feet Hhis'part,he yroold not ceaſe to kneel, 
Till all wege metred, though he vere all ſect: 


Wawa evergrief, Wc. 
But, O my Godany God why leav'it thou me, 
The ſonne, in whom thon doſt delight ro be? 
My God, my God——— 

Never was grief like mines 
Shame tears my ſoul, my bodie many a wound; 
Sharp nails pierce this. but ſharper that confound; 
Reproches, which are free, while Fam bound: 

W az ever grief, ©. 
B Now 


26 The Church. 
Now heal thy (elf,Phyſicianz now come down. 
Alas! I did ſo,yhen I left my crown 
And fathers ſmile for you, to feel his frown: 
HF a ever grief like mint? 


In healing not my ſelf , there doth conſiſt 
All that ſalvation, which ye now reſiſt , 
Your ſafetie in my. fickneſfle doth ſubſiſt: 


Was ever grief, &'c. 


Berwixt two theeves I ſpend my utmoſt breath, 
As he that for ſome rgbberie ſuffereth, 
Alas! whathaveI ſtollen from you? death: 

| Wa ever grief, Wc. 


A king my title is, prefixt on high. ; 
Yet by my ſubjefs am condemn to die 
A ſcrviledeath in feryile companie : 

ents Wa ever grief, © 6. 
They gave me vineger mingled with gall, 
'But more with malice: yet,vhen they did call, 
With Minua,Angels food, I fed them all: 

Was ever grief, ce 


"They part my.garments, and by lat diſpoſe 
My coat,the type of lovewhich once cur'd thoſe 
Who ſought for help, never malicions foes; 

Was ever grief, &'c 


Nay, after dearh their ſpite ſhall further. go: 

For they will pierce my fide, 1 full well know; 

'Fhat as fine came,(o Sacraments might flow: 
HF a5 ever grief, &' cz 


But nvyy I die ; noyy all is finiſhed, 
My wo; mans weal.and now I bov my head, 
Oaely let others ſay, when I am dead, 
| Never was grief like mine, 
q The 
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< The Thankſgiving. 


H King of grief! (aritle ftrange,yet true, 
To thee of all kings onely due) 
Oh King of wounds! how ſhall T grieve for thee, 
Whoin all grief mm _" me? 
Shall I weep bloud? why,thou haſt wept ſuch ſtore 
That all thy bodie yas one doore, 
Shall I be ſcdtirged Hotited; boxed, fold? 
"Tis Ay _ is told. 
My God my God,*why thou-part from me? 
Fn Was ſuch 5 Ac fo rr be. | 
Shall I then fing,' skipping, thy dolefull ſtorie, 
And fide with'thy triumphant glorie? 
Shall thy ſtrokes be my ttdking? thorns, my lower? . 
Thy tod;my poſic *crofle;zrny boywer? 
But how theri ſhall Iwmitate thee, and 
© Copiethyfair, though bloudie hand? 
Surely T will. revenge me on thy love, 
And trig wha ſhall vitbrious-proye. 
If thou doſt give me wealth ,1will _— 
All back unta thee by thepoore, 
If thou doſt giye me honour , men tholl (ce 
The-honour doth belong to thee, 
I will noxaarry ; orgit-the be mine, 
She and her children ſhall be rhine. 
My boſome friend, if he blaſpheme thy nwme, 
I will zeat thence his love and fame. 
One half gf:me bemg gonethe reſt 1 give 
Unto fome Chippell, die or liye. 
As for thy paſſion--- But of that anon, 
When wicththe other I have done. 
For thy predeſtmarion, T'lc contrive, 
Thiat three yeares hence if I ſurvive, 
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T'c build a ſpittle, or mend common wrayes, 


But aine aa wit fclayes, 
"Then I will uſe the works of by ion 


[The acti xt A en and the ycare 
_ Es 

Tra roge y 6d hg TY = 
If thou _ r lms ts dt rm 


a Were 
Nay, I will leeds ——_—_ 


== 


'Thy art of Ln * 
Then orc _ = | 
Al as,my, God, | 
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= The Repritht, 
I Have: confider'd _ Pe. 
There is nodealing with hy ina i 0. pg 
L am 


For though 1 ket tor rg 
My ſinnesdeſerye-the contemnaron, 


May give adiſlentangled ſtate and freediic, 
rela thy wounds-ftiH wy att {xray 1 1 9:C 
For by thy deub 4 I-die Torhte, 


O raake me innocents thay oC 14 b 


Ah! was it not oh:thax Fab 
By thy erernall glorie. did, - Outgo mag2- 


.Couldit rhau notyricts lag conquelts.me.allpw; 
But in all vi&'ries overthrow me? 


OD —— — ——— 
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Yet 


The Charch; 29 
Yet by cpnfe{sion will T came 
Into the conqueſt. Though I can do nought 
Againſt thee, inthee L will-overcome 
The man,ywho once againſt thee fought, 


—_ 
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« The Agonie. 
Prtilocophers have meaſur'd mountains, 
Fathony'd: ſeas, of ſtares, and kings, 
Walk'd with'a ftaffe twheav'n,and traced fountains: 

| But areryyo vaſtyſpacious things, 
The whicvto meaſure it doth more behove: 
Yet few there are that ſound them Sinne and Lovc: - 


— Wiio Would know Sinne, let him repair 
Unto mount Olivet there ſhall he ſee 
A man ſo wrung.with'pains;that all his hair, 
His skinne,his garments bloudie be. 
Sinne is that prefle and vice, which torceth pair 
To hunt his cruell food through ev ry vein, 


Who knows not Love, let him aflay 
And taſte that juice ,yehich on the croſfe a pike 
Did ſer again broechs then ler him fay 

If ever he did taſte the hike,” 
Love is that liquour ſweet and moRt divine, 


Which-my God feels as bloud; but I,as wiace 


B.; q The 


30 The Church. 


« The Sinner. 


Ord, how I am all ague, when I ſeek 

What I have treaſur'd in my memorie! 

Since,if my ſoul make even with the week, 
Fach ſeventh norte by right is due to thee. 
I finde there quarries of pjl'd yanities, 

But ſhreds of holinefle,that dare nor venture 

To ſhew their face, ſine crofle.to thy decrees: 
T here the circumference earth is, heay'n the centre. 


In ſa much dregs the quintefience is ſmall: ' 
The ſpirit and good extract of ny, beart | 
Comes to about the mahiytnihdeedrh part; ||... 
Yet Lord reſtore thine image;heore my:ealli +: 7(grone, 
And though my. hard hears ſcarce-t0.thee can 
Remember that thou once didſk write inſtone, 


LE —_— _——— — ST PD 6 9s 
© Good Friday. 
O) wy chicf 9004, 
How ſhall I meaſure out thy bloud 2 


How ſhall I count what thee bcfel}, 
| And each grief tell?. 


Shall I thy woes 
Number according to thy foes? 
Qr.ſince one ſtatre ſhow'd thy firſt breath, 
Shall all thy death? 


Or ſhall each leaf, EV 
Which falls in Autumne, ſcore a grief ? | 
Or cannot leaves, but fruit, be ligne 
Of the true vine?! 


—_—— 


Then | 


The Church, 


Then let cach houre 

Of my whole life one grief devoure; 

TT har thy diſtrefle through all may runne, 
Anil be my ſunne, 


Or rather ler 
My ſey'rall Gnnes their ſorrows get; 
'T hat as each beaſt his cure doth know, 
Each (inne may ſo. 


Since bloud is fitteſt, Lord, to write 
Thy ſorrows in, and bloudic fight; 

My heart hath ſtore;zwrite rhere,ywhere in 
One box doth lic both ink and finne: 


That when Sinne ſpies ſo many foes, 

Thy whips,thy netla.ahy wounds,thy woes, 
All come to lodge there, Sinne may ſay, 
No room for me, and flic away, 


Sinne being gone, oh fill the place, 
And keep pollefſion with thy grace; 
Leſt Sinne take courage and return, 
And all the- writings blot or burn. 


mY i _— 


q Redemption. 


— ow 


TAving been tenant long to a rich Lord, 
Not thrivinz, I reſolved to be bold, 


And make a ſuit unto him, to afford 


A-ney ſmall-rented leaſe, and cancell th' vid, - 


In heayen at his magour I him ſought : 


They told me there,thar he was lately gone 
About fome land,which he had deerly bought 


Long fince on earth -r0 take poſſeſſion, 
abedodols * whe 


L 


32 The Charch. 
I ſtraight return'd,and knowing his greac birth, 
Sought bins actordingly mzgrear reſorts; 
In cries -parks,and courts? 
At length Iheard a ragged naſe and mirth 
Of cheeves and murderers; there T him eſpied, 


Who ſtraight, Your ſuit is grante&;Gid,& dicd, 
Sepulchre, 


Bleſled bodie! Whither art thou throvwn? 
No lodging for thee, but 2 cold hard ſtone? 
So many hearts onearth,and yer mor one 
Receive thee > ' 


Sure there is room within our hearts gocd ſtore; 

For they can lodge tranſgrefſions by the feore: 

Thouſands of toyes dyell-there;yer onr of doorce 
They leave thee. 


But that which ſhews them large,ſhews them unke; 
Wharever finne did this pure rock commit, 
Which holds the: now? Whe harthrindirce in- 

Of murder? 


(thee, 
Where our hard hearts hrve took up ſtones to brain 
And miſting this, moſt faifly did arraigne thee, 
Onely thele frones in quier cmtertainuhee, 
And order. 


And as of old the Law by.keav'aly acer 
Was writ in tone ; forhou,welnch al(o ars 
"The letrer of the word, fad {t nofic heart 
| To hold thee. 


Yet do we fitlliperfiſt as we began, 

Ani (o ſhauld penth, bur char gocking cats 

T hough it be-cold;had, foul, four lowng mans 
of + + © *% 4 Wiehliodd Were 


— — 


«q Eaſter. 


That, as his dcathcalcincd thee to duſt, 


His life may make thee gold,and much more juſt, 


Ayake, my lute, and ſtruggle for thy parr 
ne ; With al & 


Is beſt ro celebrate this moſt high day. 


Conſortborh heart and lure, and twiſt a ſong 
Pleafant and long: 


Or,fince aHmuſick is but three parts yied 

| And multiplied; 
O let thy blefſed Spirit bear a parrt, 
And make up our defte&s with his ſweet art, 


I got me flowers to ſtray thy way; 

I got me boughs off many a trce: 

But thou waſt up by breakof day, 

And brought it thy {yweers along with thee, 


The Sunne ariſing in the Eaſt, 

Though he give light, and th' Eaſt perfume; 
If they ſhould offer- to conteſt 

With thy ariſing ,they preſume, 


Can there be any day but this, 

Though many ſunnes to ſhine endeavour? 

We count three hundred, but we miſle: 

bo wh 
zr 


Ic heart; thy Lord is riſen. Sing his praiſe 
Without delayes, 

Who takes thee by the hand, that thou likewiſe 

With him mayſtriſe; 


art. 

The ctoſle taught all-wvood to reſound his name, 
Who bore the fame. 

His ſtretched ſfinews raught all ftrings,what key 


— — — * —_ 


Lord z who createdſt man in wealth and ſtore. 
Though fooliſhly he loſt the ſame, 
Decaying more and more, 
Till he became 
Moſt poore: 
With thee 
O ler me riſe 
As larks ; tarmoniouſly , 
And ſing this day thy viQories ; 
Then ſhall che fall further the flight in me, 
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q Eaſter -WINgS. 


My tender age in forrow did beginne 2 


And tiIl with ſicknefles and ſhame 
Thou didit ſo puniſh finne , 
Thar I became 
Moſt thinne, 
With thee 
Let me combine, 
And feel this day thy viRorie: 
For, if I imp my wing on thine, 


Aſflition ſhall advance the flight in me. 


36: The Church: 


_ © H. Baptiſme. 
S he that ſeexa dark and fhadir grove, 
A Stayes not,but looks beyond it on the $kie- 


So when I view-my finnes, mine eyes remoye.- v 
More backward ſtill, and to that water flie, 


Which is above the heav*ns,whoſe ſpring and rent : 
Is in my deare Redeemers pierced fide. 

: Or blefled ſtreams! either ye do prevent 

And ſtop our finnes from growing thick and wide, 


QOrelſe givetearsto droyn them,as they grave. 
In you-Redempaionmealures all my rime, 
And ſpreads:the plaiſter equall to the crime. 
; You taughtthe book of kfe my name, that ſo 


What ever futuge fames ſhould me miſcall, 
Your ff acquaintance might diſcredit all. ' 


W_— 


= - —_— 


od H; Bapriſine. 


Vince, Lord, tothee 
A narrow: way and little LC 
1s all the-paſſage , on my' infancie 
' Thoudidftlay hold, and antedate 
My faith in mc. 


O let me till 
Write thee great God,and me a childe: 
Let me be oft and ſupple to thy will, 


Smallto my ſelf , to others milde,” 
Behither 11]. 


Although by Realth 

My fleſh get on; yet let her fiſter | 

My{oul. bid nothing , bur preſerve her wealth; d 
The growth of fleſh is bur a bliſter; 

—__ *  Gluldhoodighealth.. 


A _ 


The Chareh.. 
q Nature. 


1111 of rebellion, T wonld die, 

" Or fight, or travell, or denic 

That thou haſt oughvto do with me, 
OQtame my heart: 

Itis thy higheſt art 


Tocprivate ftrong holds to thee, 


If thou ſhalt let this vennome lar, - 
And iafi tions fume and work, 
My ſoul will turn to bubbles ſtraight, 

And thence by kinde 
Vaniſh iato a winde, 
Making thy workmanſhip deccit. 


O ſmooth my rugget heart, and-there 
Engrave thy rev'rend Law-and. fear: 
' Or make a new one, fiace the-old 
y Is fapleſſe 
And agwch fitter Ro 
To hide-myduR, then theero hold. | 


” 


P——_—_ _ 
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& Sinne. 


Ord, vvich whnt care haſtthou begirtus round | 
| Þ Parents firft ſeafon ns: then fchookmatters 
Deliver rs to laws; rhey4end us-bound 
To rules of reaſon, holy meflengers, 


Pulpits and ſundayes, forrovy logging linne, 
Mrittions ſorted, anguiſh of all {rzes, 
Finc nets and ſtratageins - catch us in, 
Bidleslaidopen, millions of urprifes,) | 


39: The Church,” 
Bleſlings beforehand, ryes of gratefulneſle, - 


| The ſoundofglorietinging in our cares; 
Without, our ſhame; within,our conſciences; - 
Angels and grace,eternall hopes and fears, 


Yet all theſe fences and their whole aray 
One cunning boſome-finhe blows quite away. 


KH _—_ —_ # *% 
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« Afﬀiction, 


WJ cn firſt thou didſt entice to thee my heart, ' 
I thought the ſervice brave;* ' 
So many joyes I writ down for my part, | 
Beſides what I might have 
Our of my ſtock of naturall delights, | 
Augmented with thy gracious benefits. | 


Llooked on thy furniture ſo fine , 
And made it fine to me : 
Thy glorions houſhold-ſtuffe did me entwine, 
| And 'tice me unto thee. h 
Such ſtarres I connted mine: both heay' n and earth 
Payd me my wages in a world of mirth. | 


| Whatpleaſures could I want, whoſe King I ſerved, | 
Where joyes my fellows yerc? | 

Thus argu'd into hopes, my thoughts reſerved | | 
No place for grief or fear. 

Therefore my ſudden ſoul caught atthe place, 
And made her youth and fiercenefle ſeek rhy face: 


At firſt thou gav'it me milk and ſweetneſſes; 
| I had my wiſh and way: 
My dayes were ſtraw'd with flow'rs and happineſle; 
There was no —_ but May, 
But with my yeares ſorrovy did wilt and grow, 
And ana a partic unafvares for wo..0oO—” ”-«' My, 


— — 


| 
| 


The Church, 29 


My fleſh began unto my ſoul in pain, 

Sickneſles cleave my bones; 
Conſuming agues dwell in ev'ry vein, 

And tune my breath to grones, - 
Sorrovy was all my ſoul; I ſcarce belorred, | Z 
Till grief did tell me roundly, that I lived, 


When T got health, thou took'ſt away my life, 
And more; for my friends die: - 
My mirth.and edge was loſt; a blunted knife 
Was of more uſe then1, 
Thus thinne and lean without a fence or friend, 
I was blown through with ey'ry ſtorm and winde, 


Whereas my birth and ſpirit tather took 
'The way that takes the ton; . 
Thou did betray me to a lingring book, 
And wrap me in 2 gOWn. 
] was entangled in the world of ſtrife, 
Beforc Lhaf the power to change my life, 


Yet, for Ithreatned ofc the ſiege to raiſe, 
Nox ſfimpring all mine age, : 
Thou often didſt with Academick praiſe 
Melt and diflolve my rage.. 
T took thy (weerned pill, till I came neare; 
J could not go away, nor perſevere, 


Yetleſt perchance I ſhould too haþpie be * 
In my unhappineſle, - 
T urnir:gavy purge to food, thou throweſt me 
Into more f1:kneſles. 
Thus doth thy power crofſe-bias me, not making 
Thine ova gift good, yer mac trom my wayes —_ 
ove» 


A The Church: 
Now Tam here, what thou wilt do with me 
None 6f my books will ſhoyy: 
I reade, and figh, and wiſa I were atxee; | 
| For fure then I ſhould grovy 
To fruit or ſhade: at keaſt ſome bird world truſt 
Her houſhold to me, and Ifhould be juſt, 


Yet, though thou troubleſtme, I muſt be meek; 
In weaknefle muſt be tour: 
Well, I will change the ſervice, and go ſeek 
Some other maſter our. 
Ah my deare God: though I am clean forgot, 
Let mc-not love thee, if Hove rhee nor, 


L_ — —_— us Ct 
« Repentance, 
'F. Ord, I confeffe my finne is great; 


Great is my finne, Oht gently trear 
With thy quick flow'r, thy momenanie bloom; 
Whoſe life ſtill preſſing 
Is one undrefling, 
A Readie aiming at a tombe. 


Mans age is two houres work, or three» + 
Eachday doth round about us ſee. 
Thus are we todelights: bur vye are all 
To ſorrows'old, 
If life be told 
From what life feeleth, Adams fall. 


O let thy height of mercy then ; 
Compatgonate ſhort-breathed men, 
Qut me not off for my moſt foul transgrefaion, 
| I do confefſe 
My fooliſhinefle; 
iy God, acceps of my condelaon. 


OA _—— roo 
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The Church. 41 
Syweeten at teneth this bitter bowl, 
Which thou haſt pour'd into my ſoul: 
Thy wormwood turn'to heakth,windes to fair weather: 
For if chou tay, 
I and this day, 
As we did riſc, yve die together. 


When thon for Gnne rebukeft man, 
Forthwith he yvwaxeth wo and wan: 
Bicternefſe fills our bowels; all our heazts 

Pine anddecay, 
And drop away, 
And carrie with them:thi' vther parts. 


But thou wilt ſfinne anderict deſtroy; 
That fo the broken bones may joy»- 
And tune together in a well-ſer ſong, 
Full of his praiſes, 
Who dead men raiſes, 
Fractures well cur'4 make us more Rrong, 


Faith, 


LO:d, how could&thou ſo much appeaſe | 

Thy wrath for finne, as-when mansfight was dimme>. 
And cauld ſez little, toregard his eaſe, 

And bring by Faith all things to him £ 


Hungrie I was, and: had no meat: 
T did comcent a molt delicious feaft; 
Lhad it ſtraight,,and did as truly ear, 

As. ever did a welcome gueſt, 


T here is axare.oulagdith root, 
Which when I could not ger, I thought it here: 
T hat apprehenſion cur'd ſo well my foot, : 
| Tha Lcan walk to heay'n well neare, [ 


42 The Churth. 


I owed thouſands and much more; 
I did beleeve that did nothing owe, 
And. liv'd accordingly; my creditor 


Beleeves ſo too, and lets me go, 


Faith makes me any thin, or all 

Thatl beleeve is inrthe ſacred ſtorie; 

And where ſinne placeth me in Adams fall, 
Faith ſers me higher in his. glorie. 


If I go lower in the book, 
What can be lower then the common manger? 
Faith puts me there with him, who ſweetly cook 
Our fleſh and frailtie, death and danger. 


If blife had lien in art-or ſtrength, 
None but the wiſe or ſtcong had gained it: 
Where now by Faith all arms are of a length; 
One ſize doth all conditions fit, 


A peaſant may. beleeve as much- - | 
As agreat Clerk, and reach the higheſt ſkawure, 
'Fhus doſt thou make-proud knowledge bend & crouelt 
While grace'fills up uneven nature. 
When creatures had noreall light 
Inherent in them, thou didſt make the ſunne, 
Impute a luſtre, and allow them bright; 
And in this ſhw, what Chriſt hath done. - 


That which before was darkned clean 
With buſhie groves, pricking the lookers eye, - 
Van:ſht away, when Faith did ch1nge the ſcene: - 
And then appear'da glerious$kic. 


What though my body runne to duſt? 
Faith cleaves untd it,counting ev'ry grain 
Wich anexa&Rand moſt particular truſt, 


Relerying all for filejh again, 


q Prayer. 


The Church. 43 


<q Prayer. 
Rayer the Churches banquet, Angels age, 
P Gods breath in man returning to his birth, 
The ſoul in paraphrale, heart in pilgrimage, 
The Chriſtian plummet ſounding heav'n and earth, 


Engine againſt th' Almightie, ſinners towre, 
Reverſed thunder, Chriſt-ſide-piercing ſpear, 
The fix-daies world-tranſpoſing in an bc , 
A kinde of rune, which all things heare and fear, 


Softneſle, and peace,and joy, and love, and blifle, 
. Exalted Manna, gladnefle of the beſt, 
Heaven in ordinarie, man well dreſt, 
The milkie way, the bird of Paradiſe, 
( bloud, 
Church. bels beyond the ſtarres heard,the ſouls * 
The land of ſpices;ſomething underſtood. . 


OC r—— - "I —— — 


« The H, Communion, 
N Ot in rich furniture, or fige aray,. 


Nor ina wedge of gold, 
T hou, whofrom me waſt ſold, 
To me doſt now thy ſelf convey; 
For ſo thou ſhould '{without me :1! have been, 
Leaving within me finne: 


But by the way of nouriſhment and ſtrength - 
Thou creep'ſt into my breaſt; 
Making thy way my reſt , 
And we ſmall quantities my length; 
Which ſpread their forces into ey'ry part , 
: Meeting ſ{1nnes force and art. 


Net 


Yet can theſe not get averto: ry ſoul, 


Leaping the will thar parts 
Butas th'cutyworks, they ray comroll 
My rebek-tleſh, ard thy name, 
F; Aﬀeight beth and (thyme. 


Onely-thy grace, which with theſe elements comes; 
TDD reatly ways 
And hath the privie key, 
'ning the ſouls moſt ſubtile rooms; 
While ts ſpirits refuv'd, at doore atrend 
Diſpatches form their fiiend. 


Give me my captive ſoul, or take 
My bodie iſo rhither. 

Another Bift like rliis will make 
Them bothto be together. 


Before tha fermt'turn'd fleft-to ſtone; 
And all our lump to-leaven;. 

A fervent ſigh might well have blown 
Our innocent earth ro heaven, 


For ſure when Adam did not knove 
To finne, or ſinne to ſmortherz 

He might to heav'n from Paradiſe go, 
As from one room Yanorher. 


'Thon haſt reſtor'd us ts 21m 
By this thy heav” 
Which / can go to, whenTr rate, 
And leave thi'carth to their food. — | 
«7 Antiphon. 


The:Church, 
-  F Antiphon. 


Cho. Eibllihewoldincy'ry corner 
LL | My Godard Ki 


Pers. The heav'ns are not too high, 
His. praiſe may thicher Qlic z 
The earth is nct too low, 
His puaiſes there may grow. 


Cho. Let all-tie world in ev'ty corner { ny 7 
 tyGulentRing. © 
Vers. Þ he dhicdtvwith plalms maſt hour, 
No dcore can a hemp out: 
5 oY [': Bavabogealllchehwave '- 
L1.514 2 42:rntn Muſt bearqhe longeſd part. | 


Cho. Lerall cheryyoddinonry commer Gng, 
| . My Godgnd King. 
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Sol pri S 120.51 
© Love 1. 
k 


aMmoralb Love,nhourof this reat frame, | 
I Sprung from that beauty which can never fade 
4 in parceTvoilfthy glofiotsmame;”” 


6 
And thrown it q.thas dp@which+hoy haſt made, 


Whilegortallove doth allchezidle gain}... 

Which fiding withinventign, they t ther 
Bear al the tway, poſit fhng heart and brane 
| (Thy workmanſhip), and. givethee ſhareagneit by 
| by 


F:: 
, 


Pf Cyr? 


— TR 


46 The Charch. 


Wit fancies beautie, beautie raiſeth wit : 
The world is theirs; they two play out the game, 
Thou ſtanding by: and though thy glorious name 
Wrought our deliverance fromh':infernall pit, /- 


Who fings thy praiſe?onely a skarf or glove | (love; 
Doth warm our hands , and make them yvrite of 


ods, | 


PtmortaNileas, Olzr4hy greater flame | 
Attra@ rhe lefler to it: let thoſe fires, 
Whictrſhall conſume the world,firſt make it tame; 
And kindle in our hearts ſuch true deſires, 


As may conſume ourluſts, and make thee way: 
Then hal} 6ur hearts pant theezthen ſhall our brairt 
All her inyention on thine Altar lay, 


And there in hymacs ſend back thy fireiagain: 


Oureyes ſhall ſee thee, which before ſay duſt; | 
-Dylbs Þy.it, ol that they both were blinde; 
Thou fate; : 


recover all thy goods in kinde, 


Who wert difleized by uſurping luſt: 


All knees ſhall bow to thee; all wits ſhall riſe, 
And praiſe him-who did make and mend. our cies. ” 
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ev a "> The Temper" niT 141 Lai i% 
Ow ſhould 1 praiſerhee ; Lord1' hoy ſhould my 
Glidly ehgrave thy lovein ſteel, ( rymes 

| If whnt my ſoul doth feel ſometimes, 
my <-'-i'y' foul might ever Rel! jo 


-_ =— 


47 The Church, ; 


| Although there were {ome fourtic heav'ns, or more, 
Sometimes I peere aboye them all; 
Sometimes I hardly reach a ſcore; 
Sometimes to hell I fall, 


o Orackme not toſuch a vaſt extent; 
Thoſe diſtances belong to thee : 
The world's too little for thy tent, 


A grave too big for me. P 


Wilt thou meet arms with man, that thou doſt ixetch 
A crumme of duſt from heay*n to hell? © = 
Will great God meaſure with a yyretch? 
Shall he thy ſtature ſpell? * 


Olet me, when thy roof my ſoul hath hid, 
O let me rooſt and neftle there: © 
TT hen of a ſinner thou art rid, 


AndI of hope and fear. 


| 


—— 


| Yet take thy wayzfor ſure thy way is beſt: 
Stretch or contra& me thy poore debrer: 
This is but tuning of my breaſt, 
To make the mulick beter, 


Whether T-flie with angels, fall with duſt, 
Thy hands made both, and Tam there. 
Thy power and love ,my love and truſt 

Make one place ev'ry where. 


. 
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«The Temper. 


T cannot be. Where is that mightie joy, 
I Which juſt now took up all my heart ? 
Lord, if thou muſt needs uſe thy dart, 
| Save that, and mez or fin for both deſtroy. - 


The 


4 The Church. 
T agate world ftands to thy word and art; 
u 


t thy diviner world of grace 
Thou ſuddenly doſl raiſe and race, 
And ev ry day a neyy Creatour art. 


O fix thy chair of grace, that all my poers 
May alſo fix their reverence: 
For when thoudoſt depart from hence, 
They grow unruly, and fit in thy bowers. 


Scatter, or hiade them all to bend to thee: 
Though elements change, and heaven moye, 
Let not thy Higher Court remoye, 

But keep a ſtanding Majeſtic in me. 


.* —* 
I _ ——— —_ 4D 
a" wy _ w 

- 


q Jordan. 


K 7 Hoſayes that 6&ions anely and falſe hair 
Become a verſe? Is there in truth no beautie? 
Is all good ſtructure in a winding ſtair? : 
May no lines pafleg except they do-their dutie 
Not to a true, but painted chair? 


Is it no verſe,exccptenchanted groves 

And ſudden arbours ſhale courſe-punae lines? 

Muſt purling ſtreams refreth a lovers loves? 

Muſt all be vyail'd, while he that reades, divines, 
-*.Carching the ſenſe'at two removes? 


Shepherds are honeftpevple; letthem fing : 

Riddle who liſt, for. me, and. pull for Prime: 

I envie no mans nightingale or ſpring: 

Nor let them.puni with loſe of ryme , 

Who plunly.fay, My Gad, 24y King. | f 
q Employ- 


$4! 
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«4 Employment. 


F as a flowre doth ſpread and die, 
[| Thou wouldſt extend me to ſome good, 
Before I were by froſts extremitie 
Nipt in the bud ; 


The ſweetneſſe and the praiſe yeere thine» 

But the extenſion and the room, 
Which in thy garland I hould fill, vvere mine 
| At thy great doom, 


For as thou doſt impart thy grace 

| Theor obs. 

The meaſure of our joyes 15 in this place, 
The ſufle with thee, 


q Let me not languiſh then,and { 

A life as ha. 4 to thy "a 

\ As istheduſito which thar life doth tend, 
But with dclaios. 


© All things are buſie; onely I 
Neither bring hony with . & bees, 
Nor ftowres to make that,nor the husbangrie 
To water theſe, 


But all my companie is a weed. 
Lordplace-me in thy conſort; give one ſtrain | 
4 To my poore reed, 


h C « The 


$ I am no link of thy great chain, 


The Church. 
< The H. Scriptures. I. 


H Book! infinite (weetneflle! let my heart 
Suck ev'ry letter, and a hony gain, 
Precious for any grief in any part; 

To cleare the breaſt, to mollifie all pain. 


Thou art all health,bealth chriving,till it make 

A full eternatie : thou art a maſlle 

Of ſtrange delights,where we may wiſh & take, 
Ladies, loak here ; this is the thankfull glafle 


That mends the lookers eyes: this is the well - 
That waſhes yhat it ſhoyvvs. Who can indeare 
Thy praile 'too mych 2 thou art heay*ns Licger 

Working againſt the ſtates of death and hell, (here, 


Thou art joycs handſell: heay'n lies flat in thee, 
Subje& to ev'ry mounters bended knee, 


"ER ——— _— —_ —_ it 


TIL 


SH that T knew how all thy lights combine, 
And the configurations of their glorie! 
Seeing not onely how each verſe dorh ſhine, 
But all the conſtellations of the ſtorie, 


This verſc marks that,an4 both do make a motion 
LLato a third, that tcn leaves off doth lie: 
Then as diſperſed herbs do watch a potion, 

"Theſe three raake up ſome Chriſtians deftinie: 


Such 


——— —_—_— —S_ ._ cw 
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Such are thy ſecrets, which my life makes good, 
And comments on theezfor in ev'ry thin 
| Thy words do finde me out,& parallels bring, 
And in another "make me underſtood. 
Staxres are poore books, & oftentimes do miſle: 


This book of Rarres lights to eternall blife. 


— — 
« Whitſunday. 


Iſten ſweet Dove unto my ſong, 
L And ſpread thy golden wings in mez 
| Hatching my tender heart ſo long, 
| Tillit get wing, and flie away with thee, 


Where is that fire which once deſcended 
On thy Apoſtles? thou didſt then 
Keep _ houſe, richly attended, 
” 
| 
: 
; 


Fcaſting all comers by twelve choſen men. 


Such glorious gifts thou did beſtow, 
Thar th carth did like a heav'n appeare: 
The ftarres were coming down to know 
Tf they might mend their wages, and ſerye here, 


The ſunne, which once did ſhine alone, 

Hung down his head,and wiſht for night, 

When he beheld twelve Sunncs for one 
Going about the world, and giving light. 


But fince thoſe pipes of gold,which brougkr 
That cordiall water to our ground, 
Were cut and martyr'd by the fault 
k Of thoſe,yyho did themſelves through their fide wound 
| C 2 Thou 
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Thou ſhutr| rhe doore,agd keep'ſt withins 
Scarce a good joy creeps through the chink: 
And if the brayes of con n 


| | Ju'ring finne | | 
Did not excite thee, we ſhould hilt fink. | | 


Lord,though we change,thou art the ſame; ” 
The fame feet God of love and light: 
Reſtore this day, for thy great Name, 

Hato his ancient and miraculous right. 


q Grace. 
Y ſtock lics dead, and no increaſe 
Doth my dull husbatidrie improve: 


O let thy graces without ceaſe 
Drop from aþoye! 


Tf Rtill the funne ſhould hide his face, 

"Thy houſe would but a dungeon prove, 

"Thy works nights captives: Q let grace 
Drop from. abovel 


——_— 


-— —, 


The dew doth ev'ry morning fall; 

And ſhall the dev out-ſtrip thy dove? 

'T he deyy, for which ralle cannot call, | 
Drop from aboye, i 


Death is ſtill working like a mole, 
And digs my grave at each remove: ſ 
Let grace work: to0,and.on my foul 

| Drop from above. | 


Sinne is ſtill hammering my heart 

Unto a hardneſle , void. of love: 

Let ſupphng grace, to crolle his art, - i 
. Drop from above. O 
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© come! for thou doſt knovy the way, 

Or if to me thou wilt not move, 

Remove me Where 1 need nor ſay, 
Drop from above. 


ao” AY <—_ _——— 
« Praiſe. | 
O write a verſe or two, is all the praiſe, 
s 3 That I can raiſe : 
Mend my eſtate in any wayes, 
Thou ſhalt have more; 


I go to Church; help me to wings, and I 
Will thither flie ; 

Or,if I monnr unto the skie, 
I will do more, 


> O— 


Man is all weakneſſe ; there is no ſuch thing 
As Prince or King; 
His arm is ſhortz yet with a ſling 
He may do more, 


An herb diſti]l'd, arid drunk;may dwell next doore, 
On the ſame floore, 
Toa brave ſoul : Exalt the poore, 
They can do more, 
O raiſe me then! Poore bees,that work all day, 
| Sting my delay, 
Who have a work,as well as they, 
And much,much more; 


« AMlidion: 


x Rn me not ev'ry day, 
Thou Lordof life; fice thy one death for me 
Is fore then all my deaths can be, 
T hough I in broken pay 
Die over each houre of Merhuſatems ſtay, 
YE 0-0 it 
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| If all mens tears yvere ler 
Jnto one common ſewer , ſea, and brine ; | 
What were they all,compar'd to thine? 


Wherein if they were ſer, 
; They would' diſcolour 'thy moſt bloudie (wear, 


'Thouart my grief alone, 
; Thou Lord concealit not: and as thou art 
All'my delight, 6 alkmy ſmart: 
Thy crofle took up in one; 
By way of impreſt, all my future mone. 


EE Es ances A ty te ——_—  —— 


« Mattens. 
I Cannot ope mine. cycs, 
But thou art _ there to catch 


My morninz-ſoul and ſacrifice : 
Then we muſt necds for that day make a match. 


My God,what is a heart? - 

Silver, or gold,or precious ſtone, { 

Or ſtarre, or rainbow,or 2 part, : 

Of all theſe things,or all cf them in one? 


My God, what is a heart, 
That thou ſhouldſt it fo eye,and wooe, 
Powring upon: it all thy arr, 


Asif that thou hadſt nothing cls to do? 


Indeed mans whole eftate 
Amounts (and richly) to ſerve thee: s 
He did not heay'n and earth create, 
Yet ſtudies themgnot him by whom they be. 


Teach me thy love to;know ;, 
That this new light, which now Iſce, 
May both the work and workman ſhow: l 
Then by a ſunnc-beam I will clizabe zo thee.  ÞPF:- 
. Sa 4 — —__ b, Gnoeb I _——— _ < SInne 
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« Sinne. 


That I could a finne once ſee! 

We paint the devil foul; yet he 

Hath ſome good in him,all agree. 
Sinne 1s flat oppoſite to th* Almighty ,ſceing 
It wants the good of wertue, 2nd of being. 


But God more care of us-hath had: 
If apparitions make us ſad, 
By jg ht of finne we ſhould grow mad. 
et aSin ſleep we ſee foul death, and live; 
So devils arc our finnes in perſpeQive. 


[EO m_— — X — ants ——————— __— 


«] Even-ſong. 


Bro be the God of love, 
Who gave me eyes, and light,and power this day, 
Both to be buſic, and to play. 
But nuch-more bleſt be God above; 


Who gave me ſizht alone, 
Which to himſelf he did denie: 
For when he ſees my waics; I die: 
But I have got his ſonne, and he hath none. 


What have I brought thee home- 
For this thy love? haye I- diſcharg'd the debt, 
Which this dayes favour did beger? 
I rannc; bur Kf L brought, was fome. 


Thy diet, care,ind coſt 
Do end in bubbles,balls of winde; 
Of winde to thee whom I have croſt, 
But balls of wilde-fire to my troubled minde, 
bad Tae. 
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. Yerftill thou goeſt on, 
And now with darkneffe cloſeſt wearie eyes, 
| Saying to man, Jr doth ſuffice: 
 Heneeforth repoſe; your work is done. 


Thus in thy Ebony box” 
Thou doſt incloke us, till the day 


Put our amendment in our way, 


And give nevv wheels to our diforder'd docks. 


I muſe, which tows more love, 
| The day or night: that is the gale, this tharbour, 
" Thatis the walk, and this rhe arbour; 
Or that the garden, this the grove. 


My God, thou art all love. 
Not ane poore minute (capes thy breaſt, 
Bur brings a favour from aboye; _ 
And in this love, more then in bed', I reſt, 


q Church-monuments. 


Hile that my foul repairs to her devotion, 
Here I intombe my fleſh;that it betimes 
May take acquainrance of this heap of duſt; 
"To which the blaſt of deaths incetlant motion, 
Fed with the exhalation.of our crimes, 
Drives all at laft.. Therefore I gladly truſt 


My bodie to this ſchool, that it may learn 

To ſpell his clements,and finde his birth 
Written in duſtie heraldrie and lines; 

Which diflolurtion ſure doth beſt diſcern, 
Comparing duft with duſt,and earth with earth, 


Theſe lavgh at Jear, and Marble pur for bgnes, 


ſ 
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To ſever the good fellowſhip of duſt, 

And ſpoil the meeting. What ſhall point out them, 
When they ſhall bow,and knecl,and fall down flar 

To kifle thoſe heaps, which now they haye in truſt> 
Deare fleſh, while I do pray, learn here thy ſtemme 
And true deſcent ; that when thou ſhalt groyy far, 


And wanton in thy cravings, thou mayſt knoyy, 
That fcſh-is but the glaſle,which holds the duſt 
That meaſures all our time; which alſo ſh1ll 

Be crombId into duſt; Mark here below 

How tame theſe aſhes are, hovv free from luſt, 


That thon rirayſ& fir thy (elF apainft chy fall. 


rt 
| — 


— — — _ —_ — 
q Church-muſick, 
.”- omen of ſweets, I thank you: when diſpleaſure 
Did through my bodie wound my mindeg, 
You took mit thence, and in your houſe of pleaſure 
Adaintie lodging me afsign'd. 


Now I in you without a bodie move, 

Riſing and falling with your yvings: 
We both together ſweetly live and love, 

Yet ſay ſometimes, God help poore Kingfy 


Comfort, *Ile diez for if you poſte from me, 
Sure I ſhall do ſo,and much more: 
But if I travell in your companie, 
You know the way to heavens doore, 


SE ep aaatEonath " 

« Church-lock and key. 

F Know it is my finne, which locks thine cares; 
And bindes thy hands, 


it. FIR <a 


w= 
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But: as cold hands are angrie with the fire, 
- And mend it ſtill; 
So 1 do liy the- want of -my-defire, 
Not on my- ſinnes, or coldneſſe; bur thy will. 


[Yet heare,O God,onely for his blouds ſake 

Which pleads for me: 
Por though ſinnes plead too,yer like ſtones they make 
His blouds {yveet current much more loud to be, 


mt Ot — — m— 2 © — 
« The Church-floore.. 

Ark you the floore?that ſquare & ſpeckled None: 

IVF Y q P ne,. 


Which. looks ſo firmand ftrong, 
Is Patience: 


And th'other black and grave,wherewithzach one : 
Is. checker'd all along, 
Humilitie: 


[The gentle cifing, which on-either hand - 
| t Leads:o the-Quire above, 
Is: Confidence: 


Bur the ſweet cement; which in one ſure band 
Ties the ywhole frameis Love - 
And Charitie.. 


Hither-ſometimes Sinne {teals,and ſtains 
The-marbles neat and curious veins: 
Burt all is cleanſed when the marble weeps. 
Sometimes Death, puffing at the ; Wh 
Blows all the duſt about the- floore: . 
But while h2 thinks to ſpail the roumghe ſweeps. 
'Bleſt be-th2- Archite&; whole art. 
Gou}4 build:fo ftrong.in a:vyeak, heart, - 
A 2 E The- 
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«q The Windows. 


Ord,how can man preach thy etcrnall word? 
| He is a brittle craze glaſle; * 
Yerin thy temple thou doſt him aftord 
| This glorious and tranſcendent phace, 
Toibea yvindow, through thy grace, 


But when thou doſt anneal inglaſtt thy Rorie - 
. Making thy life to ſhine within 
The holy Preachers; then the lighr and glorie- 
More rev'rend grows, Md morc doth win; 
Which elſe ſhows watriſh,bleak, and thing 


DoQtrine and life, colours and light, in-bne _ 
When they combine and mingle,bring 
A ſtrong regard and aw:'but ſpeech alone 
Doth vaniſh like a flaring thing, 
And inthe care not conſcience ring; 


— 
—— _— Seer hana oomommcnmfc ———— 
—&vO 


q Trinitie Sunday. 


' Ord, who hz torm'd me out of mud, - 
4 And haftredeem'd me through thy bloud, 
And ſanQiifi'd me to do good ; 


Purge all my finnes done heretofore: F 
For I confeſſe my heavie fcore, - 
And 1 will ftrive to frnne 10 more, - 


Enrich-my heart, mouth, hands in me, 
—__ Withfaithwith hope,with charitie; * 
I hat] way runne, riſeret yith thee, * 


®- _ 


LR 4 Con-- 
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CF Content, 


Eace mutt'ring thoughts,and do not to keep 
P Within the walls of your epaneg. hs t 


Who cannot on his oven bed ſweetly ſleep, 
Can on anothers hardly reſt, 


W3d not abroad atiey'ry queſt and call 

Of an uncrained hope or paſſion, 
;;0'o court each place or fortune that doth fall, 

Is vwantonneſle.in contemplation, 


- Mark how.the fire in flints doth quiet lie, 


Content and warmr'it felf alone: 
But. when it would appeare; to. others eye, 
Without a knock it never ſhone. 


Give me the pliant minde, whoſe gentle meaſure x 
| Complies and ſuits with all eſtates z | 
Which can let looſe to a crown,and yer with pleaſure 
Take up within a cloiſters gates. 


"This ſoul doth fpan the world, and hang content 


From cither pole unto the centre: 


Where in each room of the yell-furniſht tear 


He lieswarm,and veithout adventure, 


- The brags-of life are but a nine dayes wonder: 


Lo 
. 


And after death the fumes that ſpring 
RExom private bodies, make as bis a. thunder, 
As thoſe which rile from a huge King, 


Onely thy Chronicle is loſt : and yer- 
Berter by yvorms be all once ſpent, 
Thento have hellfh moth ll gnave and fret 
Thy name books, which may my : 
- 
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When all thy deeds, whoſe brunt thou feel'Rt alone, 
Are chaw'd by others pens and tongue; 
And as their wit is, their digeſtion, 
Thy nouriſht fame is weak or ſtrong, 


"Then ceaſe diſcourſing ſoul, tilthine own ground, 
Do not thy ſelf or friends importune. 
He that by ſeeking bath himſelf once found, 
Hath cver found a happic fortune, 


ww ” 


« The Quidditie. 
' | Y God, a verſe is not a crown, 
Mo point of honour, or gay ſuit, 
No hawk, or banquet, or renown , 
Nor a good ſyord, nor yet a lute: 


It cannot vault, or dance or play; 
Tt never was in» France or Spain; 
Nor can it emtertainthe day 
With a great ſtable or demain: 


It is no office, art, or nevvs, 

Nox the Exchange, or bufie Hall: 
Burt it is that which while Luſe 
Iamwiththee, and Moft rake al. 


A— 


«& Humilitie. 

'Saw the Vertwmes ſitting hand in hand 
| Fo ſey'rall ranks upon an azure throne, 
Where all the beaſts and fowls by their command+ 
Preſented tokens of fubmiſſien. 
Humilitie, who ſatthe loweſt there 

Tocxecute their call, 

When by the beaſts the preſents tendred were, | 
: 5 $2 SUL I 
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The angrie Liondid prefent his payy, 
Which by conſent was giv'nto Manſuetude; 
The fearfull Hare her cares, which'by their law 
Humilitie did reach to Fortitude, 
"The jealous Turkie brought his corall-chaing | 
. That went to Temperance: 
Oan Juſtice was beſtow'd the Foxes brain, 

Kill'd in the'way by chance; 


Arlength the Crow bringing the Peacocks plume, 

(For he would not) as they beheld the grace 

Of that bravegift,each one began to tume,. - 

And challenge it, as proper to his place, | 

"Till rhey felt out: which when the bcafts eſpied, 
SR They leapt upon the throne; 

And if the-Fox had liy'd to rule their fide, 

| They had depog'd each one.” 


Humilitie, who held the plume; at this 
Did weep fo faſt, that the tears trickling down 
Spoil'd all the train; then ſaying, Here it is 
For which ye wrangle, made them tura their froven: * 
Againſt the beaſts: - ſo joyntly bandying, 
| They drive-them ſoo ayay; 
And then amerc'd them, double gifts to bring« 
At the next Sefſion-dayr:-. 


—m—. 


_ 


A. ah 


a Frailtie. 


” Ord; in my ſilence haw-do 1 deſpiſe 
54 What upon truſt © 
Is ityled honour, riches, or fatr eyes ; 
But 1s fair duſt 
I ſurname them guilded clay, 
Deare earth fine graſſe or hay; 
En all, 1 think my foot doth ever tread 
a Upon their head. 
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But vehen T view abroad both Regiments; 
The worlds, and thine 
'Thine clad with ſimpleneſle, and fad events; 
The other fine, 
Full of gloric and gay weeds, 
Brave language, braver deeds: 
That which was duſt before, doth quickly rife, | 
: And prick mine eyes. 


O brook not.this, leſt if yhat even now: 
My foot did tread, 
Aﬀront thoſe joyes, wherewith thou didſt endovyy, 
And long fince wed 

My pooreſoul ,ey'n lick of love : 

It may a Babel prove 
Commodious to conquer hav's and thee 
Planted in me.. 


| —_— 


«|. Conſtancic.-. 


WhHo 1s the honeſt man? 
He that doth ſtill and ſtrongly good purſue; 
To God, his:neighbour, _ himſelf moſt true: 
Whom neither force nor fawning can 
Unpinne, or wrench from giying all their due, 


Wholc honeſtic is not - 
So looſe or eafie, that a ruffling winde 
Can blow-away, orglitt'ring look it blinde: 
Who rides his ſurc and even trot, 


Whale the world now rides by,now lags behinde. 
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Who, when great trialls come, 
Nor ſeeks, nor ſhurines ther; bat doth calmly ftay;. - 
[Till he the thing and the example weigh: | 
All being brought into « femme, 
What place or perſon calls for, he doth pay. 


Whom none c1n work or wooe 
To uſe in anything a ttick or ſight; 
For above all things he abhorres deceit : 
| His words and works and faſhion too 
All of a piece, and all are cleare and ſtraight, - 


| Who never trees or th1ws 
At cloſe rentations: vhen the day is donics 
His goodnefſ& ſets not, but in dark can runne: 
The ſunne to others writeth lays, 
And is their vertuez Vertue is his Sunne. 


Whos when he ist9 treat 
With ſick folks, women, thoſe whom paſſions ſay, 
Allows for that, and keeps his conſtant way: 
Whom others fantcs do not defear; 
But though men fail him, yer his part doth play. 


Whomnothing<an procure, 
When the wide yorld runnes bias, from his will” - 
To yrithe his limbes, and-ſhare, notrriend the ill. 
T his is the Mark-man, ſafe and ſure, 
Whe {ta is right, and prayes to be ſo ſtill, 


« Afﬀiction: 
'Y heart did heave, and'there came forth, O God] 
V LBy that T knewyehat thou waft in the grief, 
"To guide and govern it to my relief, 
Making a ſcepter of the rod: 
Hadfſt thou not had thy pare; : 
Suoethe ynculy Sigh had broke my heart, | 


© C=_ = 
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But Gnce thy breath Bu me both life and ſhape, 

Thou knowft my rallies; and whea there's a(sign'd 
So much breathto a ſigh, whar's then behinde? 

Oc if ſome yeares with it eſcape, 

\ The figh then onely is 

A gale to bring me ſooner to my bliſle. 


6&5 


Thy life on earth was grief, and thou art ſtill 
Conſtant unto it, making it to be 
A point of hongur, now to grieve in me, 
And'in thy members ſuffer ill, 
They who lament one croſſe, 
Thou dying daily, praiſe thee to thy loſle. 


= 
P——=—— AA re _ - an——_— 
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| q The Starre. 


Right ſpark, ſhot from a brighuer place, 
Where beams ſurround my Saviours faces 


Canſt thou be any where 
So well as there? 


Yet, if thou wilt from thence depart, 
Take a bad lodging in my heart 
For thou canſt make a debter, 
And make it better, 


Firſt with thy fire-work burn to duſt 
4 Folly, and worle then folly, luſt : 
Then with thy light refine, 
And make it thine. 


So diſcngag'd from finne and fickneſſe, 
Touch it with thy celeſtiall quickneſle, 
: \T hat it may hang and move 


Aces thy love, 


Then 
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Ther with our trinitie cf light, 
Motion, and heat, ler's take our flight 
Unto the place where thou 
Before didſt bow, 


Get mea ſtanding there, and place 
Among the beams, which crown the face 
Of him, who dy'd to part 
Sinne and my heart. 


That ſo among the reſt may 
Glitter, andcurle, and winde as they: 
That winding is their faſhion | 
Of adoration.- 


Sure thou wilt joy, by gaining me 
To flic home like 4 ar ec 
Linto thar hive of beams 


And garland-ſtreams. 


—— 


LAY —_ 


«] Sunday. 


'® Day moſt calm, moſt bright; - 
The fruit of this, the next worlds bud , 
Thrindorlement of ſupreme delight, 
Writ by a friend, and with his bloud; 
The couch of time; cares balm and bay: 
'The weck vere dark, but for thy light: 
Thy torch doth ſhow the way- 


The Church. 


The other dayes and thou 
Make up one man; whoſe face thou arr, 
Knocking at heaven with thy brow: 
The worky-daics are the back-part; 
The burden of the week lies there , 
Making the whole to ſtoup and boyy,,. 
Till thy releaſe appeare. 


———— 


Man had ſtraight forward gone 
To endlefie death : but thou doſt pull 
And turn us round to louk on one, 
Whom, if we were not very dull, 
We could not chooſe but look on ſtill; 
Since ther? is no place ſo alone, 


The which he doth not fall. 


Sundaies the pillars are, 
On which heay'ns palace arched lies; 
The other daycs Fil up the ſpare 
And hollow room with yamuries. 
They are the fruitfull beds and borders 
In Gods rich garden : that is bare, 
Which parts their ranks.and orders. 


The Sundaics of mans life, 
p Thredd:d together on times {tring, 
Make bracelets to adorn the wife 

Of the eternall glorious King, 

On Sunday heavens gate ſtands ope; 
Blegings axe plentifull and rite, 
More plenrifull then hope. 
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This day my Saviour rofe, 
And did incloſe this light for his: 


'T hat, as each beaſt his manger knoyvs, 
Man might not of his fodder miſle. " | 
Chriſ hath took in this piece of ground, [ 
And made a garden there for thoſe 


Who want herbs for their yonnnd. : 


The reſt of onr Creation 
Our great Redeemer did remoye 
With the ſame ſhake, Which at his paſſion 
Did th'earth and all things with it move. | 
As Samſon bore the doores away, 


Chriſts hands, though nail'd, wrought our falyation, | 


And did unhinge that day, 


The brightnefſe of that day 
We ſullied by vur foul offence: 
Wherefore that robe we caſt ayyay, 
Having a new at his expenſe, 
Whoſe drops of bloud paid the full price, 
That was requir'd to make us gay, 


And fit for Patadilſe, 


Thou art a day of mirth: 
And where the weck-dayes trail-on ground; 
Thy flight is higher, 23 thy birth, 
O let me take thee at the bound, 


Leaping with thee from (ev'n to ſeven, 
Till 


that we both, being tolſs'd from earth, 
Flic hand in hand to heaven! 


 Avarice. 


-y 
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T Avaricc. 


Oney,thou bane of blifle, & ſourſe of wo, (fines 
M Whence conv | thou, that thou art ſo freſh and 
I know thy parentage is baſe and low: © 

Man found thee poore and dirtic in amine, 


Surely thou, didft ſo little contribute 

To this great kingdome , which thou now haſt goty 
* Thathe was fain, when thou wert deſtitute, | 
To digge thee out of thy dark cave and grot: 


Then forcing thee, by fire he made thee bright: 

Nay, thou haſt got the face of man; for we 

Have wich our ftamp and ſeal transferr'd our righr? 
Thou art the man, and man bur droſle to thee, | 


Man calleth thee his wealth, who made thee rich 
And while he digs out thee, fallsin the ditch. 


= 
—— MQ—— —_—F-— —_——__ 


Mary 
H Ow 'well her name an Army doth preſent, 
In whom the Lord of hoffs did pitch hus tent! 


_ _— 


” 
—_—_ 
_—_— 


«7 Toall Angels and Saints. 
H glorious ſpirits, who after all your bands 
Sce the ſmooth face of God, without a frown 

Or ſtrict commands 


Where ey'ry one is king, and hath his croyyn, 
It not upon his head, yet in his hands; 


| — 


LA. 


b 


Not 
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Not out of envie or maliciouſneſle 
Do I forbear to crave your ſpeciall aid. 

I would addrefle 
My vows to thee moſtgladly, blefled Maid, 
And Mother of my God, in my diſtreſle, 


Thou art theholy Mine, whence came the gold, 
The great reſtorative for all decay 

In young and old; 
Thou art the Cabiner where the jewell lay; 
Chiefly to thee would I my ſoul unfold: 


But now (alas !) I dare not ; for our King, 
Whom we do all joyntly adore and praiſc, 
Bids no fach thing: 
Andywhere his pleaſure no injun&ion ayes, 
(Tis your cwn caſe) ye never move a wing. 


All worſhip is prerogative, and a flower 
Ofhis rich crown, from whom lies no appeal 

At the laſt houre: 
Therefore we dare not from his garland ftcal, 
"To make a police for inferiour power, 


Although then others court you, if ye knoyy 

What's done on earth, vve ſhall not fare the worſe, 
Who do nor ſo; 

Since we are ever ready to disburle, 

If any one our Maſters hand can ſhow. 


— — _—_ — ——— _—— 
«] Employment. 
E that is weary , let himfir, 
H My ſoul woull ſtirre 
And trade in courteſies and wit, 
vitting the furre 
To cold complexions neeging it. 
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Man is no ſtarre , but a quick coal 
Of morrtall fire: 
Who blows it not, nor doth controll 
A faint deſire, 
Lets his own aſhes choke his ſoul, 


When th'elements did for place conteſt 
| With him, whoſe will 
Ordain'd the higheſt to be beſt , 

| Theearth ſat ſtill, 
And by the others is oppreſt, | 


Life is a bulinefle , not good cheer; 
Ever in wartes, 

The ſunne Kill ſhineth there or here, 
Whereas the ſtarres 

Watch an adyantage tO AappCare, 


Oh that T were an Orenge-tree, 
That buſte plant) 
Then ſhould I ever laden be, 

And neycr want 
Some fruit for him that drefied me, 


But we are ſtill too young or old: 
The manis gone, 
B<fore we do our wares unfold : 
So we freez on, 
Untill the grave increaſe our cold. 


i — _ _ —___ —— 
«| Deniall. 


W/ Hen my deyotions could not pierce 
Thy filenc eares; 
T hen was my heart broken, as was my verſe: 
| My breaft was full of fears 
And diſorder: 


— —— ——_— - —_ 
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My bent thoughts, like a brittle boyyg 
Did flicaſunder: 
Each took his way; ſome would to pleaſures go; 
Some to the yarres and thunder 
Of alarms. 


As good go any where, they ſay, 
As to benumme 
Both knees and heart, in crying night and day, 
Come, come, my God, O come | 
Butno hearing. 


O that thou ſhould give duſt a tongue 
Tocrie to thee, 
And then not heare it crying!all day long 
My heart vas in my knee, 
But no bearing. 


Therefore my ſoul lay out of ſight, 
Uh "a + 
My feeble ſpirit, unable to look right, 
Like a nipt bloſſome, hung 
Diſcontented. 


O cheer and tune my heartlefle breaſt, 
Thaso t Deferre no time ; 
atlo thy favours granting my requeſt, 
They and my minde may chime, 
And mend my ryme, 


4] Chriſtmas. 


AY after pleaſures asT rid one day, | 
My horſe and I, both tir'd, bodie and minde, 
With full crie of affeions, quite aſtray; 
J took up in the next inne I could finde. Th 
ere 


pmnmemg 
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There when I came,whom found I but my deare, 
My deareſt Lord, expeRing till the grief 
Of pleaſures brought me to him,readie there 
To be all paſſengers moſt (weet relief ? 


O Thou, whoſe glorious, yet contracted light, 

— Wrapt in nights mantle,ſtole into a mangerz 
Since FE ſoul and brutiſh,is thy right, 

To Man of all beaſts be not thou a ſtranger. 


Furniſh & deck my ſoul, that thou mayſt have 
A better lodging then a rack or grave, 


s hw ſhepherds ſing ; and ſhall I filent be? 
My God, no hymne for thec? 
My ſoul's a ſhepherd too; a flock ir feeds 
Of rhoughts,and words,and dceds; 


 The' paſture is thy word; the ſtreams,thy grace 


Enrichinz all the place. 
Shepherd and flock ſhall ling, andall my powers 
Out-ſing the day-light hcures, 
Then we will chide the ſunne for letting night ' 
Take up his place and right: 
We ſing one common Lordz Wherefore he ſhould 
Himſelf the candle hold. 
Iwill go ſearching, till I finde a ſunne 
Shall ftay,till we have done; 
A willing ſhiner, that ſhall ſhine as gladly, 
As froſ&-nipt ſunnes look ſ2dly. 
Then we will fing, and thine all our own day, 
And one another pay : 
His beams ſhall cheer my breaſt,and both fo tyvine, 
Till ey'n his beams fing, and my mulick ſhine, 
+ 


D « Un- 
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q Ungratefulneſſe, 


Ord, with what bountie and rare clemencje 
Haſtthou redeem'd us from the grave! 
If thou hadſt let us runne, 
Gladly had man ador'd the ſunne, 
And thought his god moſt brave; 
Where now we ſhall be better gods then he. 


Thou haſt but two rare cabinets full of treaſure, 
The T rinitie, and Incarnation: 
Thou haſt unlockt them both, 
And made them jewels to betrorh 
The work of thy creation 
Unto thy (elf in everlaſting pleaſure. 


The atelier cabinet is the T'rinitie, 
| Whole ſparkling light acceſſe denies; 
Therefore thou doſt not ſhovy 


This fully to us, till death blow 
The duſt into our eyes: | 
For by that powder thou wilt make us ſee. 7 


But all thy ſweets are packet up in the other ; 
Thy merciesthither flock and floyy : 
That as the firſt affrights, 
This may allure us with delights; 
Becaule this box we know; 
For we have all of us juſt ſuch another. 


Burt man iscloſe, reſcrv'd, and dark to chee: 
Wh:n thou demandeſt bur a heart, 
He cavils inſtantly. 
In his poore cabinet of bone k 
Sinnes have their box apart, 
Detrauding thee, who gaveſt two for one, 


« vSighs 


>, ", MEE 
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$ Sighs and grones, 
'@; Do not uſe me 


After my ſinnes ! look not on my deſert, 
But on thy glorie! then thou wilt reform 
And notretfuſe me: for thou onely art 
The mightic God, but I afillie yyorm 3 

O do not bruiſe me ! 


O do not urge me ! 
For what account can thy 'ill teyyard make 7 
I have abus'd thy ſtock, deſtroy'd thy woods, 
Suckt all thy magazens: my head did ake, 
Till it found out how to conſume thy goods : 

O do not ſcourge me ! 


O do not blinde me ! 
I have deſerv'd that an Egyptian night 


Should thicken all my powers; becauſe my luſt 
Hath fill ſow'd fig-leaves to exclude thy light: 


But I am frailtic, and alreadie duſt; 
O do not grinde me! 


O do nor fill me 
With the turn'd viall of thy bitter wrath ! 
For thou haſt other veſlels full of bloud, 
A part whereof my Saviour empt1!'d hh, 
Ev'n-unto death: fince he di'd for niy goo, 
Q donor kill me ! 


But O repricye me ! 
For thou haſt /zfe and death at thy command; 


Thou art borh Fudge and Saviour, fea/? and rod, 


Cordiall and Corrofroe: put not thy hand 
Into the bitter boxz but O my Ged, 
My God, relicye me ! 


D 2 


« The 
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«7 The World. 


To built a ſtately houſe; where Fortune came: 
And (pinning phanhes,ſhe was heard to ſay, 
That her fine cobwebs did ſupport the frame, 
Whereas they were ſupported b the (ame: 

But Wiſdome quickly Trrepe them all ayay, 


Then Pleaſure came,who liking not the faſhion, 
Bezan to make Bafcones, Terraces, 

Till ſhe had weakned all by alteration: 

But rey'rend [aws, and many a proclamation 
Reformed all at length with menaces, 


Then encer'd Singe,and with that Sycomore, 

Whoſe leaves firſt ſheltred man from drought & dew 
Working and winding ſkly evermore, 

T he inward walls and Sommers cleft and tore: 

But Grace ſhor'd theſe,and cut that as it grew. 


"Then Sjnze combin'd with Death in a firm band 
Toraze the building to the very floore: 

Which they efteRed,none could them withſtand, 
But Love and Grace took Glorie by the hand, 

And built a brayer Palace then before, d 


» Coloſl. 


q 
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Colofl. 3. 3. 
Our life is hid with Chriſt in God. 


T words & thoughts do both cxpreſle this notis 
That LIFE hath with the ſun a double motion. 
The firſt Js ſtraight, and our diurnall friend; 
The other HIJD, and doth obliquely bend. 
One life is wrapt IN fleſh,and tends to carth; 
The other winds towards HIM{,whoſe happic birth 
Tayght me to live- here ſo, THAT ſtill one eye 
Should aim and ſhoot at that which 1s on high: 
Quitting with daily labour all AT pleaſure, 
To gain at harveſt an eternall TAE Afure, 


PEE IT _ 


a] VYanitic, 


"Fe flect Aſtronomer can bore 
And thred the ſpheres with his quick-picrcing minde: 
He views their ſtations, walks fron: doore to doore, 
Surveys, 25 if he had deftign'd 
To make a purchale there: he lees their dances, 
And knoweth long before 
Both their full-cy'd aſpe&s, and ſecret glances, 


The nimble Diver with his de 
Cuts through the working waves,that he may fetch 
His deerly-carncd pearl, which God did hide 

On purpoſe from the ventrous wretch; 
That he might ſave his life, and alſo hers, 

Who with excefſive pride 
Her oyvn deſtrucien and his danger wears, 
PEER Ro oy oe | 1 he 
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The ſubtil Chymick canvdeveſt 
And {trip the creature naked, till he finde 
The callow mg Ip within their neſt: 
There he imparts to them his minde, 
Admitted to their bed-chamber, before 
T hey appeare trim and dreſt 
'To ordinarie ſitours at the doore, 


What hath not man ſought out and found, 
Bur his deare God? whw yer his glorious law 
Emboſomes in us, mellowing the ground 
With ſhowres and froſts, with love and ayv; 
So that we need not ſay, Where's this command ? 
Poore m:n,thou ſcarcheſt tound : 
'To finde out death,but mificit life at hind. 


i@a — _— 
(_— - ——o——_— — - ”  _ 


«| Lecnt.. 


q Elcome deare feaſt of Lent;who loves not thee, 
He loves not Temperance, or Authoritie, 
Burt 15 compos'd-of paſſion, 
The Scriptures bid us faf, the Church ſayes, now: - 
Giveto £ Mother, whac thou would alloyy. 
To evry Corporation, 


"The humble ſoul compos'd of love and fear 
Begins at home,and layes the burden there, 

£ When doctrines diſagree, 
He layes, in things which uſe hath juſtly gor, 
Lam a ſcandall ro'the Church, and not 


The Church is ſo to mc. 


True 
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True Chriſtians ſhould be glad of an occaſion 
'Fo uſe their temperance,(ceking no evaſion, 

When good is ſeabnable - 
Unleſfle Authoritie, which ſhould increaſe 
The obligation in us, make it lefle, 


And Pewer it (elf diſable. 


Beſides the cleanneſle of feet abſtinence, 

Quick thoughts and motions at aſmall expenſe, 
A face not fearing light: 

Whereas in fulnefle there are ſtuttiſhfumes, 

Sowre exhalations, and diſhoneſt rheumes, 


Revenging the delight. 


Thea thoſe ſame'pendant profits, which the ſpring 
And Eaſter intimare, enlarge the thing, 
And goodnefle of the deed. 
Neither ought other mens abuſe of Lenr 
Spoil the good uſe; leſt by thitargumenr 
We forfeit « Fan Creed. 


It's true, we cannot reach Chriſts fortieth day; 
Yet to go part of that religious way, 
Is better then to reſt: 
We cannot reach our Sayiours puritiez 
Yet are we bid, Be holy ev'n as he. 
In both ler's do our beſt, 


Who goeth in the way which Chriſt hath gone, - 

Is much more ſure to meet with him, then one 
That travelleth by-wayes. 

Perhaps my God, though he be farre before, 

May turn, and take me by the hand, and more 

ks May ſtrengthen my decayes, 


Da 
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Yet Lord inſtru@ us to improve our faſt 

By ſtarving finne, and taking ſuch repaſt 
As may our faults control: 

'T hat ev'ry man may revell at his doore, 

Not in his parlour; banquetting the poore, 
And among thoſe his ſoul. 


__—_—— 


q Vertue. 
Weet day ſo cool, fo calm, ſo bright, 


> 


The bridall of the earth and skie: 
'T he dew ſhall weep thy fall ro night; 
For thou muſt die. 


Syveet roſe,whoſe hue angrie and brave 
Bids the raſhg1zer wipe his eye: 
'T hy root is cyer in its grave, 

And thou mult die. 


«a 


Sweet ſpring,full of ſweet dayes and roſes, 

A box where ſweers compacted lie ; 

My muſick thoyvs ye have your cloſes, 
Andall muſt die. 


Onely a ſect and vertuous ſoul, 

Like (caſon'd timber,never gives; 

But thouzh the whole world turn to coal, 
Thea chiefly lives,. 


«| The 


The Church. F 
<q The Pearl. Matth. 13. 


T Know the wayes of Learning; both the head 
And pipes that feed the prefle,and make it runne; 
» What Reaſon hath from Nature borrowed, 

Or of it ſelf ,like a good huſwife, ſpunne 
In laws and policie; what the ſtarres conſpire, 
What willing Nature ſpeaks,what forc'd by fire; 
Both th' old diſcoyeries,and the new-found ſeas, 
The ſtock and ſurplus, cauſe and hiſtorie: 
All theſe ſtand open, or I have the keycs; 

Yet I love thee, 


T know the wayes of Honour,what maintains 
The quick returns of courtche and wit: 
4 In vies of favours Whether partie giins, 

When glorie ſwells the heart,and molderh it 
To all expreſſions both of hand and eye, 
Which on the world a true-love-knot may tie, 
And bear the bundle, wherefoe're it goes: 
How-many drammes of (pirit there muſt be 
To ſell my life unto my tricnds or focs: 

Yet 1 love thee, 


T know the wayes of Pleafure,the ſweet ſtrains, 
The lullings and the reliſhes of ir ; 

The propoſitions of hot bloud and brains; 

What mirth and muſick mean; what love and wie 
Have done theſe twcntie hundred ycares,and more; 
FE know the proje&s of unbridled ſtore: 

My ftufte is fleſh,not brafle ; my ſenſes live, 

And grumble oft, that they have more in me 
Then he that curbs themybeing but one to five; 

f Ts Yet I love thee. 

D: 5 
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I knowall theſe,and haye them in my hand:'- 
Therefore not ſealed, but with open cyes 

I fie to thec,and fully undeiſtand 

Bvth the main ſale, and the commoiities; 
And at whatrate and priceT have thy love; 
With all the circumſtances that may move: 


Yet through the labyrinths,not my groveling wit, - 


Butthy filk twiſtlet down from heav'n to me, 
Did both condu@ and teach me, how by it 
To climbe to thee, 


| w_ _—_— A —_—— mo - = 
_ 


q Afﬀiction: - 


PRroken in piecesall aſunder, 
. Lord,hunt me not, 
A thing forgot, 
Qace a-poore creature,noy a wonders. - 
A wonder tortur'd in the ſpace 
Betwixt this world and.that of grace. 


My thoughts are all a caſe of knives, 
Wounding my heart - 
With ſcattec'd (mart, 
As watring pots give-flow'rs their lives. 
Nothing their furie can controll, 


While they do wound and prick my ſoul... 


All my attendants are at ftrife,: . 
Quitting their place - 
Unto my face : 
Ncthing peciorms the task of life : | 
The clements are leylaoſe to fight, . 
And vvhule L live, tric out their right, - 


. * 
Qb - 
= = —_ 
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Oh help, my God! let not their plot 


Kill them and me, 
| And alſo thee, 
Who art my life: diſſolve the knot, | 
| As the ſunne ſcatters by his light 
All the rebellions of rhe night. 


Then ſhall thoſe powers, which work for grict, 
Enter thy pay, - 
And day by day 
TL.abour thy praiſe and my relick; 
With care and courage building me, 
Till I reach heav'n, and nmuch more thee, 


4 " =" 4A wn *. 


Ci Man. - 


Myr God, I heard this day, - 
That none doth build a ſtately habitation, 
But he that means to dwell therein, 
What houſe more ſtately hath there becn, 
Orcan be, then is Man? ro whoſe creation 
All things are in decay, 


For Mans ev'ry thing, 

And more: He-is a treeyet bears no finit; 
A beaſt, yet 13, or ſhou]d be marc. 
Reaſon'and ſpecelr we onely bring. 

Parrats may thank us ,if they are not murc, 


They go upon the ſcore. 


Man's all ſymmetrie, 
Full of proportions, onelimbe to another, 
And all to all the world beſides; 
Each part may call the fartheſt brother: 
For head = foot hath private amitie, 
= And both withmoons and tides. | 
Ceres 
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Nothing hath. got fo farre, 
But Man hath caught and kepr it,as his prey. 
| His eyes diſmount the higheſt ſtarre: 
He is in little all the ſphere. 
Herbs gladly cure our fleſh, becauſe that they 
| Finde their acquaintance there. 


For us the windes do bloyw, | 
[The carth doth reſt,heay'n moye,and fountains floyy, 
Nothing we ſee,but means our good, 
As our delight, or as our _ 
; The yyhole is either our cupboard of food, 


Or cabinet of pleaſure. 


The ſtarres have us ro bed; : 
Nightdraws the curtain, which the ſuane withdraws; 
Muſick and light artend our head, 
All chings unto our fleſh are kinde 
In their deſcent and being; to our minde 
In their aſcent and cauſe. 


Each thing is full of dutie;. 
Waters united are.ovr_ navigation; 
Diſtinguiſhed, our habitation; 
Below ,our drink ; above,our meat: 
Both are our cleanlinefle, Hath one fuch beautie? - 
Then hoy are all things ncat! 


More ſeryants wait on Man, 
Then hel take notice of : in ey'ry 'parh : 
He treads dowh that which doth befriend him; 
When fickneſke makes him pale and wan. 
Oh mightie love! Man is oneyorld.and hath 
Another.to attend hit, 


Sinee. 
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Since then , my God, thou haſt 
$o brave a Palace built; O dwell in it, : 


That it may dwell with thee at laſt! 
Till then,afford us ſo much wit, 
That, asthe world ſerves us, we may ſerve thee, 
And both thy ſervants be, 


q Antiphon. 


Chor. TNRailed be the God of love, 
Men. © Here beloyy, 
Angeels. And here above : 
Gho, Who hath dealt his mercies fo, 
Ang. To his friend, 
Mey. And to his foe; 


Cho. That bothgrace andglorietend 
Ang, Us of old, 
Men. Andus in th'end. 
Cho, The great ſhepherd of the fold 
Ang. U sdid make, 
Men. For us was (old: 


Cho. He ourfoes in pieces brake: 
Ang. Him we touch; 
Men. And him we take. 
Cho. Wherefore (ince that he is ſuch, 
Ang. We adore, 
Mex. And we do crouch... 


Cho. Lord, thy praiſesſhould be more, 
Men. We have none, 
Ang. And we no ſtore, 
$þo. Praiſed be the God alone, 
' * Whohathmade of two folds or... 
bes "> 7 _— 
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« Unkindneſſe. - 


© Ord, make me coy and tender to offerid, 
Id iriendthip, firltT think, if that agree, 
Which I intend , 
Unto my friends intent and end, 
T would not uſc a friend, 2s Luſe-Thee, -- 


Tf any ouch my friend, or his godd name, *- 
It is my honour and my love to free - 
His blaſted fame © 
From the leaſt ſpot or thought of blame, 
I could not uſe.a-friend , as I uſe Thee, 


My friend may fpit upon try carious floore: 
Would he hayegold? IT lend it inſtantly; 
Bur let the poore, 
And thou within'them ſtarve at doore. * - 
I cannoruſe africnd, as I uſe Thee, 


When that my friend pretendeth to a place, 
J quit my intereſt, and leave it free: 
But' when thy grace 
Sues for my heart, I thee diſplace; 
Nor would I ule a friend, as I uſe Thee, 


Yet can a friend wharthowhaſt done fulfill? 
© write in brafſe, My God upon a tree 
His bloud did fpill 
Onely ro purchaſe my good-will: 
Tet uſe-I not my foes, as 1 uſe thee. 


| | | &, Lite,- 


_ 


-—_ 
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q Life. - 
JA ide a poſic, while the day ran by: 


Here will I ſmell. my remnant ont, and tic F 
My life within this band, - 


, But time'did beckento the flow'rs, and they 


By noon moſt cunningly did ſtzal away, 
And wither'd in my hand, - 


My hand was next to them, and then my heart; - 
I took, without more thinking, in good part 
Times geatle akieny 
Who did ſo ſweetly deaths ſad taſte convey, 
Making my minde to{mell my fatall day; 
Yet ſugring the ſuſpicion, 


Farewell deare flow'rs; ſweetly your time ye ſpent, 
Fit, while ycliv'dyfor fmell or ornament, 
And after death for cures, : 
1 follow ſtaight without complaints or grief, 
Since jt my ſent be good,I care not if 
_ It be as ſhortas yours. - 


of 


> — 


| — ny ' © 


— 


4 Submiſſion. - 


Ur that thon art my wiſdome, Lord, -- 
And both mine eyes are thine. 
My minde would be extxeamly ſtirr'd 
"For miſſing my deſigne, 


Were it notbetter to beſtow 

Some place and power on me? 
Then ſheuld thy praiſes with me grow, 
Andſhare immygegeee, 
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Bur when T thus diſpute and grieve, 
I do reſume my ſight, 

And pilfring what [ once did give, 

; Diſſeize thee of thy right, 


ov know I, if thou ſhonldſt me raiſe, 
ThatI ſhould then raiſe thee? 
Perhaps great places and thy praiſe 
'  Donot ſo well agree. 


Wherefore unto my gift I ſtand; 
I will no more adviſe: 

Onely do thou lend me a hand, 
Since thou haſt bork mine eycs, 


r _ " _ Be TI —_ - 


Ce Juſtice, 


| Cannot $kill of theſe thy wayes. 
Lord, thou didft make me, yet thou woundeſt me: 
Lord, thou doſt wound me, yet thou doſt relieve me: 
Cord, thou relieveſ#,yet I die by thee: 
Zord, thou doft kill me, yet thou doſt reprieve me. 


But when I mark my life and praiſe, 
Thy jaſtice me mottfirly payes: 
For, I do praiſe thee, yet ] praiſe thee not: 
My prayers mean thee, yet my. prayers ſtray: 
Iwould do well, yet ſinne the bandhath got : 
My ſoul doth love thee, yet it loves delay. 
I cannot $kill of theſe my wayes. 


” ” 
. 
ue 
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«q Charms and Knots, 


K 7 Ho readea chapter when they riſe, 
LW Y Shall nec be troubled with illeyes, 


A poore mans rod, when thou doſt ride, 
Is both a weapon and a guide, 


Who ſhuts his hand, hath loſt his gold: 
Who opens it, hath ic twice told, 


Who goes to bed and doth not pray, 
Maketh tyyo nights to ev'ry day. 


Who by aſperſions throw a ſtone 
Ac th'head of others, hit their oyvn. 


Who looks on ground with humble eyes, 
Findes himſclf there and fceks to rile. 


When th' hair is ſweet through pride or luſt, 
The powder doth forget the dult. 


Take one from ten, and what remains? 
Ten ſtill, if ſermons go for gains, 


In ſhillow waters heav'n doth ſhove: 
But who drinks on, to hell may go. 


| "_ —_— att 
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Ah * 


yr m—_—— 


« Affliction. 


Y God, I read this day, 
That planted Paradiſe yas not ſo firm , 
As was and is thy floting Ark; whoſe ſtay 
And anchor thou art onely, to confirm 
And ſtrengthen it in ev'ry age, 
When waves do riſe, and tempeſts rage, 


At firſt weliv'd in pleaſure; 
Thine own delights thou didſt to us impart: 
When we grew wanton, thou didſt uſe diſpleaſure 
To make us thine: yet that we might not part, 
As we at firſt did board with theg, 
Noyy thou would taſte our miſcrie. 


——_—  — 


— =Y 
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There is but joy and grief; 
If cither will convert us, we are thine: 
Some Angels us'd the firſt; if our relief 
'Take up the ſecond, then thy double line 
And ſcy'rall baits in either kinde 
Furniſh thy table to thy minde. 


Affliction thenis ours; 
We are the trees, whom ſhaking faſtens mote, 
While bluſtring windes deſtroy the wanton bowres, 
And ruff all their curious knots and ſtore. 
My God, (o temper joy and wo, | 
T hatthy bright beams may rame thy bow. 


= COTE 


« Mortification. 


How ſoon doth mn decay! 
When clothes are taken from a cheſt of {weets 
To fſwaddle infants, whoſe young breath 
Szarcc knows the way; 
Thoſe clouts are little winding ſheets, 
Which do conſigne and ſend them unto death, 


When boyes go firſt to bed, 
T hey ſtep inro their yoluntarie graves; 
Sleep bindes them faſt; onely their breath 
Makes them not dead: 
Succeſſive nights, like rolling waves, 
Convey them quickly, who arcbound for death. - 


| When youth is frank and free, 
Andcalls for mufick, while his veins do (well, 
All day exchanging mirth and breath 
In companiez 
That muſick ſummons to the knell, 


- Which thall befriend him at the houſe of death, 


When * 


The Church, 


When man grows ſtaid and wiſe, 
Getting a houſe and home, where he may moye 
Within the circle of his breath, 
Schooling his eyes; 
That dumbe incloſure maketh love. 
Unto the coffin, that attends his death. 


When age grows low and weak, 
Marking his grave, and thawing ev'ry yeare, 
Till all domett, and drown his brearh - 
When he would ſpeak; 
A chair or litter ſhows the biere, 
Which ſhall convey him to the houſe of death. 


Man, ere he is aware, 
Hath put tozether a ſolemnitie, . 
And creſt his herſe, while he has breath 


As yet to ſpare, 
Yet Lord, inſtru& usſo to die, 
That all theſe dyings may be life indeath, 


[II 
—— i 
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q Decay. 


ym were the dayes , when thou did({t lodge with 
Struggle with Jacob,ſit with Gideon, (Lot, 
Adviſe w.th Abraham, when thy power could nor 
Encounter Moles ſtrong complaints and mone: 

Thy words were then, Let me alone. 


| One might have ſought and found thee preſently 
At ſome fair oak, or buſh, or cave, or well: 
Is my God this way? No, they would reply: 
4 He is to Sinai gone, as we heard tell : 

Liſt, ye may heare great Aarons bell, 
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But now thou doſt thy ſelf immure and cloſe ' 

In ſome one corner of a feeble hearr: 

Where yet both Sinne and Satan , thy old foes, 

Do pinch and ſtraiten thee, and uſe much art 
To gain thy thirds and little part, 


T ſec the world grows old, when as the heat 
Of thy great love once ſpread, as in an urg 
Doth fer up it ſelf, and ſtill retreat, 
Cold finne ſtill forcing it, till it return, 

And calling Juſtice, all things burn, 


EIﬀWS OY mm__=_—nn ———— —_ "7— ——  —— = ww 


4 Miſcric. 


[ om, letthe Angels praiſe thy name. 
Man is a fooliſh thing, a fooliſh thing; : 
Folly and Sinne play all his game. 
His houſe {till burns; and ye he ſtill doth ſing, 
Man is but graſſe, 
He haows it, fill the glaſſe, 


How canſt thou brook his fooliſhneſſe? 
Why,he'l nor loſe a cup of drink for thee: 
Bid him but temper his exceſfle; 
Not he: he knows where hc can better be, 
As he will ſwear, 
T hen ro ſerve thee in fear. - 


What ſtrange pollutions doth he wed, 
And make his own, as if none kneyy bur he! 
No man ſhall beat into his head, 
'T hat thou within his curtains drawn canſt ſees 
They are of cloth, 
Where neyer yct came moth. 
Dire Of Sees 7 me" The 
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The beſt of men, turn but thy hand 


For one poore minute, ſtumble at a pinne: 
They would not have their actions ſcann'd, 
0 Nor any ſorrow tell them that they ſinne , 


Thouzgh it be ſmall, 
And meaſure not their fall. 


They quarrell thee, and would give oyer 
The bargain made to ſerve thee: but & love 
Holds them unto it, and doth cover 
Their follics with the wing of thy milde Doyeg 
Not ſuft ring thoſe 
Who would, to be thy foes, 


My God, Man cannot praiſe thy name: 
Thou art all brightneſle, perte& uritie; 
The ſunne holds down his head for ſhame, 
Dead with eclipſes, when we ſpeak of thee. 
How ſhall infe&ion 
Preſun;e on thy perfe&ion? 


As dirtie hands foul all they touch, 
And thoſe things moſt, whichare ravſt pure and fine: 
So our clay hearts, ey'n when we crouch | 
To ſing thy praiſes, make them lefle divine, 
Yct either this, 
Or none thy portion is. 


Man cannot ſerve thee; let him go 
And ſerve the (wine : there, there is his delight : 
He doth not like this Vertue,noz 
Give him his dirtto wallow in all night : 
Theſe Preachers make 
His head to thoot and ake, 


Oh 
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Oh fooliſh man,where are thine eyes? 
How haſt thou loſt them in a croud of cares! 
Thou pulP the rug, and wilt not riſe, 
No,not to purchaſe the whole pack of ſtarres; 
Thereler them ſhine, 
Thon muſt go ſleep, ordine, 


"The bird that ſees a daintie boyrre 
Made in the tree, where ſhewas wont to ſit, 
Wonders and (ings, but not his power, 
Who made the arbour: this exceeds her wit. 
But Man doth know 
The ſpring, whence all things floyy; 


And yet as though he knew it not , 
His knowledge winks, and lets his humonrs reignes 
They make his life a conſtant blot, 
And all the bloud of God to run in vain, 
Ah vvretch! what verſe 
Cinthy ſtrange wayes rehearſe? 


Indeed at firſt Man was a treaſure, 
A box of jewels, ſhop of rarities, 
A ring, whoſe poſie was, My pleaſure: 


He was a garden ina Paradiſe: 
Gloric and grace 


Did croyyn his heart and face, 


But finne hath fool'd him. Noyv he is 


A lump of fleſh, without a foot or wing 
To raiſe him to the glimpſe of blife: 
A lick toſs'd veſlel, daſhing on each thing 
Nay, his own\ſhelt : 
My God, I mein my elf. 


« Jordan. 
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«| Jordan. 


IA} Hen firſt my lines of heav'oly-joyes made mens 
Such was their luſtre, they did ſo excell, (tion, 


That I ſought out quaint words, and trim invention: 
My thoughts began to burmith, ſprout, and (well, * 
Curling with metaphors a plain intention 

Decking the ſenſe, as if it were: to ſel, 


Thouſands of notions in my brain did runne, 
Oft'ring their ſervice, if I were not ſped: 

I often blotted what I had begunne; 

This was not quick enough, and that was dead, 
Nothing cauld ſcem too rich to clothe the ſunne, 


Much lcfle thoſe joyes which trample on his head. 


As flames do work and winde, when they aſcend, 
So did [ weave my (elf into the ſenſe. 

But whule I buftled, I might heare a friend 
Whiſper, How wide is all this long pretence| 

There is in love a ſweetneſſe ready penn d: 

Copie cut onely that, and ſave expenſe. 


Lt. A ” 


_ 


q Prayer. 


CO) what an caſie quick acceſle, 
My bletled Lord, art thou! how ſuddenly 
May our requeſts thine eare invade! 
Tc ſhew that ſtate diſlikes nor eaſincſie, 
Jt I but lift mine cyes, my ſuir is made: 
Thou canſt no more not heare, thenthou canl die. 


of 
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Of what ſupreme almightie power 
Is thy = arm which ſpans the eaſt and weſt, 
d tacks the centre to the ſphere! 
By itdo all things live their meaſur'd houre: 
We cannot ask the _ which is not there, 
Blaming the ſhallowneſſe of our requeſt, 


Of what unmeaſurable love 

Art thou poſleſt,who,yhen thou couldit not dic; 
Wert fain to take our fleſh and curſe, 

And for our ſakes in perſon ſinne reprove; 

That by deſtroying that which ty'd thy purſe, 

TT hou mightſt make yay for liberalitie! 


Since then theſe three wait on thy throne, 
Eaſe, Power, and Love; I value prayer ſo, - 

That were to leave all but one, 
Wealth, tame, endowments, vertues, all ſhould go: 
T and deare prayer would together dwell, 
And quickly gain, for each inchloſt, an ell. 


. —_— | 
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& Obedience. 


Y God, if writings may 
Convey a Lordſhip any way 
Whither the buyer and the ſeller pleaſe; 
Let it nat thee diſpleaſe, 
If this poore paper do as much as they, 


: On it my heart doth bleed 
As many lines, as there doth need 
To paſle itſelf andall it hath to thee: 
Towhich] do agree, | 
And here preſent it as my 


peciall deed. 
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6 7 that hereafter Pleaſure 

avi, and claim her part and meaſure 

As if this paſſed with a 6: 15] 9h ; 
Or ſqme ſuch words in faſhion; 

I here exclude the wrangler from thy treaſure, 


O let thy ſacred will 
All thy delight in me fulfill 
Let me not think an aQion mine own way, 
But as thy love ſhall (way, 
Reſigning up the rudder to thy skill, 


Lord, what is Man to thee, 
Thar thou ſhouldſit minde a rotten tree? 
Yet fince thou canſt not chooſe but ſee my aQtions; 

So great are thy perfeQions, 
Thou mayſt as well my a&ions guide, as ſee, 


Beſides, thy death and bloud 
Show'da ſtrange love to all our good: 
Thy ſorrows were in earneſt; no faint profter, 
Or (uperficiall offer | 
Of what we might got take, or be withſtood, 


Wherefore I all forgo: 
Toone word onely I ſay, No. 
Where in the deed there was an intimation 
Of a gift or donation, 
Lord, let it now by way of purchaſe go. 


He that will paſle his land, 
As I have mine, may ſet his hand 
And heart unto this deed, when he hath read; 
And make the purchaſe ſpread 
To both our goods, if heto it will Rand, 


L 


How happie were my part, 
If ſome kinks man would 
Into theſe lines; till in heay'ns court of rolls 
They were by winged ſouls 
Entred for both, farre above their deſert! 


— _— — —— - —_— 


« Conſcience, 


Peace pratler ,do not lowre: 
Not afair look, but thou doſt call it foul: 
Not a freer diſh, but thou doſt call it ſoyvre: 
Muſick to thee doth how l. 
By liſtning to thy chatting fears 
- : T have both loſt mine eyes and cares. 


_ Pratler, no more, I ſay: -; 
My thoughts muſt work, bur like a noiſelefle ſphe 
Harmonious peace muſt rock them all the day: 
No room for pratlers there, 
If thou perſiſteſt, I will tell thee, 
"That Lhave phyſick to expell chee, 


"And the receit ſhall be 
My Saviours bloud: when ever at his board 
Ido butraſte it, ſtraight it cleanſeth me, 
And leaves thee not a word; 
No, not a tooth or nul to ſcratch, 
And at my aQions carp, or catch. 


Yet if thou talkeſt ſtill, 
Beſides my phylick, know there's ſome for thee: 
Some wood and nails to make a ſtaffe or bill 
| For thoſc that trouble me: 
The bloudie crofſe of my deare Lord 
Is both my phylick and my (word. 


thruſt his heart 


« S10R 
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[| Ord, with what glorie waſt thou ſery'd of old, 


hen Solomons temple ſtood and flouriſhed ! 
Where moſt things were of pureſt gold: 
The wood yas all embelliſhed 
With flowers and carvings, myſticall and rare : 
All ſhow'd the builders, cray'd the ſeers care, 


Yet all this glorie,all this pomp and ſtate 

Did not afte& thee much, was not thy aimz 
Something there was, that ſow'd debate : 
Wherefore thou quitr'{t thy ancient claim s 

And now thy ArchiteQure meets with ſinne; 

For all thy frame and fabrick is within, 


There thou art ſtruggling with a peeviſh heart, 
Which ſometimes Ku thee, # wo {omerimes.it: 
T he fight is hard on either parr. 
Great God doth fight, he dothſubmir. 
All Solomons ſca of brafle and world of ſtone 
Is not ſodeareto thee as one good grone, 


And truly braſſe and ſtones are heavie things, 


- Tombes far the dead, not temples fit for thee: 


But grones are quick, and full of wings, 

And all their motions x wg bez 
Andever as they mount, like larks they ſing: 
The note is ſad, yet muſick tor a king. 


Home, 


Ome Lord, my head doth burn, my heart is ſich, 


While thou dot ever, ever ſtay: 
Thy long deferrings wound me to the quick, 
My ſpirit gaſpeth night and day, 
O ſhow thy ſelf to me, 
Or take me up to thee ! 


E 2 How 
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Hoyy canft thou ſtay, conſidering the pace 
The bloud did make;which chou didſt yyaſte? 
When I behold it trickling down thy face, 
_ I nevyerſaw thing make ſuch haſte. 
*. Oſhow thyſelf to me, _ 
Or take me up to thee! 


When Man was loſt, thy pitic lookt about 
Toſce what help in thearth or skie : 
Bur there was none; at leaſt no help without: 
The help did in thy boſome lic. 
O thoy thy, &c. 


'T here lay thy ſonne: and muſt he leaye that neſt, 
That hive of ſ\veetneſfle, to remove 
'T hraldome from thoſe, who would not at a feaſt 
Leave one poore apple for thy love? 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


He did, he came. O my Redcemer deare , 
After all this canſt thou be ſtrange? 
So many yeares baptiz'd, and not appeare? 
| As ifthy love cotld fail or rne, 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


Yet if thou ſtayeſt ſtill, why muſt I ſtay ? 
My God, whatis this world to me? 
This world of wo? hence all ye clouds, away, 
Away; I muſt pet up and ſee, 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


What is this weary world, this meat and drink, 
TT hat chains us by the teeth ſo taſt? 
What is this woman-kinde,. which I can ywink 
Into a blackneſſe and diſtaſte? 
Q thow thy, NC. 
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Witch one {mall ſizh thou gav'it me th'other day 
I blaſted all the joyes about me : 
And ſcouling on them as they pin'd away, 
Now come again, {aid I, and flout me.. 
O ſhow thy (elf rome, 
Or take me up to thee | 


Nothing but drought and dearth, but buſh and brake, 
Which way ſo-e're I look, I ſee. 
Some may dream merrily, but when. they wake, 
T hey drefle themſelves and come to thee. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


We talk of harveſts; there are no ſuchthings, 
But ywhen we leave our corn and hay: 
There is no fruitfull yeare, but that which brings 
The laſt and lov'd, though dreadfull day . 
O ſhaw thy, &c. 


Oh looſe this frame, this knot of man untie £ 
Thar my free ſoul may uſe her wing, 
Which now is pinion'd with mortalitie, 
As an intangled, hamper'd thing. 
O ſhow thy, &c. 


What have I lef, that I ſhould ſtay and grone # 
The moſt of me to heav'n is fled: 
My thoughts and joyes are all packt up and gone, 
And for their old acquaintance plead, 
O ſhow thy, &c, 


Come deareſt Lord, paſſe not this holy ſeaſon, 
My fleſh and Lg and joynts do pray: 
And ev'n my verſe, when by the ryme and reaſon 
The word is, Stay, layes ever, Come. © 
O ſhow thy ſelf to me, | 

Or take me up to thee ! 


E 3 © The 
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< The Britiſh Church, 


Joy, deare Mother, when T vieyy | 
[| Thy perfe&t lineaments, and hue Fe 
Both ſweet and bright. 


Beaurie in thee takes up her place, 
And dates her letters from thy face, 
When ſhe doth write, 


A fine aſpeR in fit aray, | 
Neither too mean, nor yet too gay, b 
Shows who 18 beſt, 


Outlandiſh looks may not compare: 
For all they cither painted are, 
Or clſe undreſt, 


She on the hills, which wantonly 
Allureth all in hope to be 
By her preferr'd, 


Hath kifs'd ſo long her painted ſhrines, 
'Thatey'n her face by kiſſing ſhines, 
For her reward, 


She in the valley is ſo ſhie 
Of drefling, that her hair doth lie | 


About her eares: 


While ſhe avoids her neighbours pride, 
She wholly goes on th' other fide, ( 
And nothing wears. 


But dearcſt Mother, (what thoſe mifle) 

"The mean thy praiſe and pou is, 
And long may be. 

Bleſſed be God, whoſe love it yvas 4 

'I o double-moat thee with his grace, 

And none but thee, q The 


The Church. 
C The Quip. 


He merrie world did on a day 

With his train-bands and mates agree 
To mger together, where I lay, 
And a in ſport tO geere at me, 


Firſt, Beautie crept into aroſe, 

Which when pluckt not, Sir, ſaid ſhe, 
Tell me, I pray, Whoſe hands are thoſe? 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for mes 


Then Money came, and chinking ſtill, 
What tune is this, poore man? (aid he: 

I heard in Mulick you had $kill. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me... 


Then came brave Glotie puffing by 
In filks that ywwhiſtled, who bur he? 
He ſcarce allow'd me half an eie- 
But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Then came quick Wit and Converſatian, 
And he would nceds a comfort be, 

And, to be ſhort, make an oration.. 

But thou ſhalt anſwer, Lord, for me. 


Yet when the-houre of thy deſigne 
To anſwer theſe fine things ſhall come; 
Speak not at large, ſay, I am thine: 
And then they have thcir anſvver home, 
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Oore filly ſoul, whoſe hope and head lies low; 
Whoſe flat delights on earth do creep and grov; 
To whom the ftarres ſhine not ſo fair, as eyes; 
Nor ſolid work; as falſe embroyderies: 
Heark and beware, leſt yhat you now do meaſure 
And yvrite for ſweet, prove a moſt ſowre diſpleaſure, 


C heare betimes, leſt thy relenting 
May come too late! 
To purchaſe heaven for repenting, 
Is no hard rate, 
If ſouls be made of earthly mold, 
Let them love gold; 
If born on high, 
Let them unto their kindred flie: 
For they can neyer be at reſt, 
Till they regain their ancierit neſt. 
"Then filly ſoul take heed; for earthly joy 
Is but a bubble, and makes thee a boy, 


——__ a & —_ 


«} The Dawning. 


' A Wake ſad heart, whom ſorrow ever droyvns: 
Take up thine eyes, which feed on earth; 
U nfold thy forehead gather'd into frowns: 
Thy Saviour cames, and with him mirth: 
Awake, awake; 
And with a thankfull heart his comforts take, 
Butthoudoſt ſtill lament, and pine, and crie; 
And feel his death, but not his viorie, A 
riſc 


—_— 
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Ariſe ſad-heaxe; if thou doſt not withſtand, 
Chrilts reſurreRion thine may be : 

Do not by hanging doyyn break from the hand, 

* Whichasit riſeth, raiſeth thee: ; 

Ariſe, ariſc; 

And with his buriall-linen drie thine eyes. (grief 
Chriſt left his grave-clothes, that we might,vvhen 
Draws tears,or bloud, not want an handkerchief, 


—_— 


Os —— 
= = 9%! EET Ren. — — —— _— — 


« JESU. 


ESU 1s in my heart, his ſacred name 

Is deeply carved there: but th'ather week 
A great affliction broke the little frame, 
Ev'n all to piecesz which I vent to ſeek: 
And firſt I found the corner, where was F, 
After, where E S, and next where © was graved, 
When I had got theſe parcels, inſtantly | 
I fat me down to ſpell them, and perceived 
That to my broken heart he was I eaſe yous 

And to my whole is F E ST. 


— — - . 


«7 Bulinefle. 


Anfſt be idle? canſt chou play, 
Fooliſh ſoul who ſinn'd to day ? 


Rivers run, and ſprings each one 
Know their home, and get them gone; 
Haſt thou tears, or haſt rhou none ? 


If, poore ſoul, thou haſt no tears, 

Would thou hadit no faults or fears ! 
Who hath thele, thoſe il] forbears. 
| BE E..s Windes 
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Windes ſtill work: it is their plot, 
Be the ſeaſun cold, or hot : 
Halt thou {1zhs, or haſt thou not ? 


If thou haſt no ſighs or grones, 
Would thou hadit no fleſh and bones ! 
Leſfler pains {cape greater ones, 


But if yet thou idle be, 
Fooliſh ſoul, Who di'd for thee 2 


Who did leave his Fathers throne, 
To aſſume thy fleſhand bone, 
Had he life, or had he none ? 


If he had not lv'd for thee, 
Thou hadſt di'd moſt wretchedly; 
And two deathshad been thy fee. 


He ſo farre thy good did plor, 
"That his oven (elf he torgor: 
Did he die, or did he not 2 


Tf he had not di'd for thee, 
Thou had liv'd in miſcrie. 
TJ wo hves worſe then ten deaths be. 


And hath any ſpace of breath 


*T wixt his finnes and Saviours dcath 2?- 


He that loſeth gold, rhough droſſe, 
T<lls to all he mcers, his crofle: 


He that finnes, hath he no loſſle ? 


He that findes a filver vein, 
Thinks on it, and thinks again : 
Brinzs thy Saviours death no gaia ? 


Who in heart not ever kneels, 
Neither finne nor Sayivur feels. 


q Dialozuc. 
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Dialogue, 
Wecteſt Saviour, if my ſoul 
'Were but worth the having, 
Quickly ſhould I then'controlt 
Any thought of waving; 
But when all my care and-pains 
Cannot give the name of gains 


To thy wretch ſo full of Rains; 
What delight of hope remains? 


What ( childe) is the ballance thine, 
T hize the fe and meaſurc? 

If I /ay, Thou ho t be mine, 
Finger not my treaſure. 

What the gains in having thee 

Do amount to, onely he, 

Who for man was ſolds can ſee, 

T hat transferr'd th' accounts t0 me. 


But as I can ſee no merir, 

Leading to this favour; 
So the way to fit me for it, 

Is beyond my {ayour. 
As the reaſon then is thine; 
50 the way is none of mine: 
I diſclaim the whole defigne: 
Sinne diſclaims and I rehigne., 


That i: all, if that 1 could 
Get without repining3 

And my clay my creature would 
Follow my reſugnings 

That as | did freely part . 

With my glorie and deſert, . 

Left all joyes to feel all ſmart---» 

Ah ! no more: thou break'ſt my heart, 


q 


Dulncſſ: 
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q Dulneſle. 


Jo doI languiſhrhus, drooping and dyll, ww 

V As if T were all earths ' 

O give me quickneſſe, that I may with mitth 
Praiſe thee brim-full! 


The wanton lover in 2 curious rain 
Can praiſe his faireſt fair; 
And with quaint metaphors her curled hair- 
Curl o'xeagain. 


Thou art my lovelinefſe, my life, my light , 
Bcautie alone to me: | 

Thy bloudy death and undeſery'd, makes thee | 
Pure red and white. 


When all perfeRions as bur one appeire, 
That thoſe thy form doth ſhovw, 
T he very duſt, where thou dof tread and go, 
Makes bcauties here. 


— 


Where are my lines then? my approaches? views? 
Where are my fore foam? 
Lovers are ſtill pretending, &ey'n wrongs 
Sharpen their Muſe. 


But I am Joſt in fleſh, whoſe ſugred lyes 
Still mock me, a bold: 
Sure thou did put a minde there, if T could 
Finde where it hes, 


Lord, cleare thy gift, that with a conſtant wit 
I may but look towards thee: 
Ty%% onely; for to love thee, who can be, 
| What angel fad | 


q Love-joy, 
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q Love-joy- 

' a Sona window late T caſt mine eye, 

Ar ſaw a vine drop grapes with F and C 

Anneal'd on every bunch, One ſtanding by 

Ask'd what it meant. I (who am never loth 

To ſpend my judgement ) (aid, It ſeem'd.to me 


To be the bodie and the letters both 
Of Joy and Chartrie.. Sir, you have not mils'd, 


—_—T_________@_——d— 


The man reply'd; It figures ZE S #S CHRI S op 


—_—__ 
Ad 
H—_— 


«A Providence. 


Sacred Providence, who from end to end 

Strongly and hae. Za eva ſhall I yvrite, 
And not of thee, through whom my fingers bend 
To hold my quill? ſhall they not do thee right? 


Of all the creatuees both in ſea and land 

Onely to Man thou. haſt made known thy ayes, 
And pur the pen alone.into his hand, FEE ANY 
And made lum Secretarie of thy praiſe, 


Beaſts fain.would fing; birds dittie ro their nores; 
Trees would be tuning on their native lute © 

To thy renown: bur all their hands and throats 

Are brought to Man, while they are lame and mute. 


Man. is the worlds high Prieſt: he doth preſen 

T he ſacrifice for all; while they below 

Unto the ſeryice matter an - fog 

Such as ſprings uſe that fall, and windes that blow, 


He that to praiſe and laud thee doth refrain, 
Doth not refrainunto himſelt alone, 

But robs a thouſand who would praiſe thee fain, 
And doth commita world of finne in one, 


The 


_— — 
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The beaſts ſay, Eat me: bur, if beaſts muſt teach, 
The tongue is yours to eat, but mine to praiſe. 
The trees ſay, Pull me: butthe hand you ftrerch, 
Is mine to write, ag it is yours toraiſe, 


Wherefore, moſt ſacred Spirit, I here preſenr 

For me and all my fellows praiſe to thee: 

And juſt it is that I ſhould pay the renc, 

Becaule the benefit accrues to me, FT 


We all acknowledge both thy ower and love 
To be exaR;, tranſcendent, and divine; 

Who doſt ſo ſtrongly and ſo ſweetly move, 

While all things have their will, yet none but thine. 


For either thy command, or thy permi/Tion 
Lay hands on all: they are thy right and left. 

T he firſt puts on with ſpeed and expedition; 
The other curbs ſinnes ſtealing pace and thefr, 


Nothing eſcapes them both: all muſt appeare 
And be Siſpod and dreſs'd, and tun'd £4 thee 
Who ſweetly temper'ſ all. If we could heare 
Thy $kill and art, what muſick yyould it bet 


Thou art in ſmall things great, not ſmall in any: 
Thy even praiſe can neither riſe, nor fall. 

Thou art inall things one, in cach thing many: 
For thou art infinite in one and all. 


Tempeſts are calm to thee; they know thy hand, 
And hold it faſt, as children do their farhers, 

Which cric and follow. Thou haſt made poore ſand 
Check the proud ſea, ey'n when it ſwells and gathers. 


Thy cupboard ſerves the world: the meat is ſet, | 
Where all may reach: no beaſt bur knows his feed. 
Birds teach us hawking; fiſhes have their net: 

'T he great prey on the lefſe, they on ſome yeed. 
DE. bl Nothing 
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Nothing ingendred doth prevent his meat: 
Flies have their table ſpread, ere they appeare, 
Some creatures have in winter what to eat; 
Others do fleep, and envie not their cheer. 


How finely doſt thou times and ſeaſons ſpin, 
And make a twiſt checker'd with night and day ! 
Which as it lengthens,windes, and windes ns 1n, 
As bouls go on, but turning all the way, 


Each creature hath a wiſdome for his good. 

The pigeons feed their render oft-ſpring, crying, 
When they are calloy; but withdraw their tood 
When they are fledge, that need may teach the flying, 


Bees work for man; and yet they never bruiſe 
Their maſters flow'r, but leave ity having done, 
As fair as ever, and as fit to ule: 

So both the flow'r doth ſtay , and hony run. 


Sheep ear the graſſe, and dung the ground for mores 
Trees after —_—_— their leaves for ſoil- 

Springs vent their ſtreams, and by expenſe get ſore: 
Clouds cool by hear, and baths by cooling boil. 


Who hath the vertue to expreſle the rare 

And curious vertues both of herbs and ſtones ? 
Is there an herb for that ? O that thy care 
Would ſhow a root, that gives expreſſions ! 


And if an herb hath power, what have the ſtarres 2? 
A roſe, beſides his beaurie, 1s a cure, 

Doubtleſle our plagues and plentie, peace and warres 
Are there much ſurer then our art 1s ſure, 


T hou halt hid metals; man may take them thence; 
But at his peri}l: when he digs the place, 
He makes a grave; asf the thing had ſenſe, 


And threarned man, that he ſhould fill the ſpace, 


$ 


Evn 
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Ev'n poyſons praiſe thee. Should a thing be loft > 
Should creatures want for want of heed their due 2 


vince yhere are poyſons, antidots are moſt, 
The help ſtands cloſe, and keeps the fear in view, 


'The ſea, which ſeems to ſtop the traveller, 

Is by a ſhip the ſpeedier paſſage made. 

"The windes, who think they rule the mariner, 
Are rul'd by him, and taught to ſerve his trade. 


And as thy houſe isfull, ſo I adore 

'Thy curious art in marſhalling thy goods. 

The hills with health abound; the vales with ſore; 
The South with marble z North with furres & wouds. 


Hard things are priow ; eafic things good cheap. 
The common all men have: that which is rare, 
Men therefore ſeek to have, and care to keep. 

The healthy froſts with ſumamer-fruits compare. 


Light without winde is glaſſe: warm without weight 
Is wooll and furres: cool without clbſenefle, ſhade; 
Speed without pains, a horſe: tall without height, 

A ſervile hawk: low withour loſle, a ſpade, 


All countreys have enough to ſerve their need : 
Tf they ſeck fine things, thou doſt make them run 
For their offence ; and then doſt turn their ſpeed 
To be commexce and trade from ſunne to = 


Nothing wears clothes but Man; nothing doth need 
But he to wear them. Nothing uſeth fire, 

Bur Man alone, to ſhew his heav'nly breed: 

And onely he hath fuell in deſire, 


When th' carth was dry, thou mad' a ſea of wet: 
Whe that lay gather'd,thou diuft broach the montains: 
When yet ſome placcs could no moiſture ger, (tains, 
'The windes grew gard'ners,and the clouds good foun, 

; l —_—k Rain 
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Rain, do net hurt my flowers; bur gently ſpend 
Your hony drops: prefle not to (mell them here; 
When they are ripe, their odour will aſcend, 
And at your lodging with their thanks appeare, 


How harſh are thorns to pears! and yet they make 
A better hedge , and need leſft reparation. 

How ſmooth are filks compared with a ſtake, 

Or with a ſtone! yer make no good foundation, 


Sometimes thou doſt divide thy gifts to man, 
Sometimes unite. The Indian nut alone 

Is clothing, meat and trencher,drink and kan, 
Boar, cable, fail and ncedle, all in one. 


Moſt herbs that growin brooks, are hot and dry, 
Cold fruits warm kernels help againſt the winde. 
The lemmons juice and rinde cure mutually, 


The whey of milk doth looſe, the milk doth binde. 


Thy creatures leap nor, but expreſle a feaſt, 

Where all the gueſts fit cloſe, and nothing wants. 
Frogs marry fith and fleſh; bats, bird and beaſt; 
Sponges,non-ſenſe and ſenſe;zmines,th' earth & plants, 


To ſhow thou art not þound, as if thy lor 
Were worſe then ours, ſometimes thou ſhifteſt hands, 
Moſt things moye th' under-jaw; the Crocodile nor. - 


Moſt things ſleep lying; th' Elephant leans or ſtands. 


But who hath praiſe enough? nay, who hath any ? 
None can expreſſe thy works, but he that knows them; 
And none can know thy works, which are ſo many, 
And fo complete, but onely he that owes them. 


All things that are, though they have ſey'rall waycs, 
Yertin their being joyn with one adviſe 
To honour thee: and ſo I give thee praiſe 
In all my other hymnes, bug in this ryeace, 


Fach 
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Each thing that is, although in uſe and name 
It go for one, hath many wayes in ſtore 

To honour thee: and ſo each hymne thy fame 
Extolleth many wayes, yet this one more. 


—_—_—— 


q Hope. 
Gaye to Hope a watch of mine: but he 
An anchor gave to me. 
Thenan old prayer-book | tie preſent: 
And he an optick ſent. 
With that I gavea viall full of rears: 
But he a few green eares: 
Ah Loyterer! le no more, no more T'lt bring; 
I did expect a ring. 


<q Sinnes round. 
Cone I am, myGod, ſorrieI am, 
That my offences courſe it ina ring. 
My thoughts are working like a buſic Lame; 
Untill their cockatrice they hatch anc bring: 
And when they once have perfe&ed their draughts, 
My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts. 


My words take fire from my inflamed thoughts, 
Which ſpit it forth like the Sicilian hill. 

They vent the wares, and paſſe them with their faults, 
And by their breathing ventilate the ill, 

Burt words ſuffice not, where are lewd intentions: 

My hands do joyn to finiſh the inventions, 


My hands do joyn to finiſhthe inventions: 

And {o my finnes aſcend three ſtories high, 

As Babel grew, before there were diflentions. 

Yer ill deeds loyter not: for they ſupplic 

New thoughts of finning: wherefore to my ſhame, 
vorric I am, My God, ſorrie Jam, q lime. 


hand 
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«\ Time. 


Eeting with Time, Slack thing, (aid I, 
Mrty ihe is dull; whe it for ſhame. 
No marvell, Sir, he did replie, 
If it at length deſerye ſome blame: 
But where one man would have me grinde it, 
Twentie for one too ſharp do inde it. 


Perhaps ſome ſuch of old did paſle, 
Who above all things loy'd tie life; 
To whem thy fithe a hatchet was, 
Which now 1s but a pruning-knitfe. 
Chriſts coming hath made man thy debter , 
Sin:e by thy cutting he gruws berter. 


| And in his bleſſing thou art bleſt: 

For where thou onely yvert before 

An executioner at beſt ; 

Thou art a gard'ner now, and more, 
An uſher to convey our ſouls 
Beyond the utmoſt ſtarres and polcs, 


And this is that makes life ſo long, 
While it detains us from our God. 
Ev'n pleaſures here increaſe the wrong, 
And length of dayes lengthen the rod. 
Who wants the place where God doth dwell, 
; Partakes alreadie half of hell. 


| Of what ſtrange length muſt that needs be, 
Which ev'n eternitic excludes ! 
Thus farre Time heard me patiently: 
'Then chating ſaid, This mandeludes: 
What do I here before his doore ? 
He doth not crave lefle time, but moxe. 


C Grate« 
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« Gratefulneſle. 
TR that haſtgiv'n ſo much to me, 


Give one thing more, agratefull heart. 
See how thy beggar yworks on thee 
By art. 


He makes thy gifts occaſion more, 

And ſayes, If he in this be croſt, 

All chou haſt giv'n him heretofore 
Is loſt. 


But thou didſt reckon, when at firſt 
Thy word our hearts and hands did crave, 
What it would come to at the worſt 

To fave: 


Perpetuall knockings at thy doare, 

Tears ſullying thy tranſparent rooms, 

Giftupon giftz much would have more, 
And comes. 


This not withſtanding, thou wentſt on, 

And didſt allow us all our noiſe: 

Nay, thou haſt made a figh and grone 
Thy joyes. 


Not that thou haſt not ill above 
Much better tunes, then grones can make; 
But that theſe countrey-arres thy love 

Did take, 


Wherefore 1 cric, and cric again ; 
Andin no quiet cant thou be, 

T1] 1 a thankfull heart obtain 

Of thee: 


— ————_ Nd 
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Not thankfull, when it pleaſeth me; 

As if thy bleſſings had ſpare-dayes : 

But ſuch a heart, whoſe pulſe may be 
EY Thy praiſe, 


«| Peace. 
Weet Peace,where doſt thou dwell?T humbly crave, 


Ler me once knoyy, 
I ſought thee ina ſecret caye, 
And ask'd, if Peace were there, 
A hollow winde did ſeem to anſwer, No: 
Goleck elſewhere. 


I did; and going did a rainbow note: 
Surely, thought I, 
This is the lace of Peaces coat: 
I will ſearchout the marter. 
But yehile 1 lookr, the clouds immediately 
Did break and ſcatter, 


Then went I to a garden, and did ſpie 
A gallant flower, 
The crown Imperiall : Sure, (aid I, 
Peace ar the root muſt dwell. 
But when 1 digg'd, Law a worm deyoure 
What ſhow'd ſo well, 


At length I met a rev'rend good old man; 
Whom when for Peace 
I did demand, he thus began; 
T here was a Prince of old 
At Salem dyeelt, vho liv'd with good increaſe 
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He ſweetly liv'd; yet ſweetnefle did not ſave 
His life from foes, 
But after death out of his grave 
There ſprang twelve ſtalks of wheat: 
Which many woudring at, got ſome of thoſe 
To plant and ſer, 


It proſper'd ſtrangely, and did ſoon diſperſe 
henEs Through all the $6.97 
For they that taſte it do rehearſe, 
That vertue lies thereinz 
A ſecret vertue bringing peace and mirth 
By Hiohr of {inne. 


Take of this grain, which in my garden grows, 
And grows for you ; 
Make bread of ir ; and that repoſe 
And peace whichey'ry where 
With {@ much earneſtnefle you do purſue 
Is na there, 


———  ——— 


| 
| — 
» —_— — 
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O What a cunning gueſt 
Is this ſame grief ! within my heart T made 
Cloſets, and in them many a cheſt; 
And like a maſter in my trade, 
In thoſe cheſts, boxes; in each box, a till: 
Yet grief knows all, and enters when he will, 


No ſcrue, no piercer can 
Into a piece of timber work and winde, 
As Gods afflitions into man, 
When he a torture hath deſign'd. 
They are too ſubtill for the ſubr'Uleſt hearts 3 
And fall,like rheumes, upon the tendreſt parts, 


We 
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We are the earth; and they, 
Like moles within us, heave, and caſt about: 
And till they foot and clutch their prey, 
They never cool, much leſſe give out. 
No ſmith can make ſuch locks but they have keyes: 
Cloſets are halls to them; andchearts, high-wayes. 


Onely an open breaſt 
Doth ſhut them out, ſo that they cannor enter; 
Or, if they enter, cannot reſt, 
Bur quickly ſeek ſome new adyenture. 
Smooth open hearts no faſtning have; but fiion 
Doth give a hold and handle to affliction. 


Wherefore my faults and ſinnes, 
Lord, I acknowledge; take thy plagues away: 
For ſince confeflton pardon winnes, 

I challenge here the brighceſt day, 
The cleareſt diamond: let them do their beſt, 


| They ſhall be thick and cloudie to my breaſt, 


*- « . 
— -— —_— —_— - 
—_ 


C Giddineſle. 


H, what a thing is man! how farre from power, 
| Fromſctled peaceand reſt! 
He is ſome rwentie ſev'rall men art leaſt 
Each ſcv'rall houre, 


One yehile he counts of heay'n, as of his treaſure: 
Butthen a thought creeps in, 
And calls him coward, ho te fear of ſunne 
= Will loſe a pleaſure, | 


— 
- 


Nov 
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Nan hewill fight it out, and to the wartes; 
Now eat his bread in peace, 

And ſaudge in quiet: now he ſcorns increaſes 

Now all day ſpares, | 


He builds a houſe, which quickly down muſt go, 
As if a whirlwinde blew 

And cruſht the building: and it's partly true, 
His minde is fo, | 


FF RN. 


O what a fight were Man, if his attires 

| Did alter with his minde; 

And like a Dolphins skinne, his clothes combin'd 
Witch his defires! 


Surely if each one ſaw atiothers heart, 

There would be no commerce, 
No ſale or bargain paſſe: all would diſperſe, 
| And live apart, 


Lord, mend or rather make us: one creation 

2 Will not ſuffice our rurn: 

Except thou make us dayly, we ſhall purn- 
Qur own ſalvation. 


« The bunch of grapes, 
Oy, I did lock thee up: but ſome bad man | 


Hath let thee our again: 
And now, me thinks, I am where I began 
Sev 'nyeares ago: one vogue and vein, 
One aire of thoughts ufurps my brain. 
I did toward Canaan draw; but now I am 


Broughs back to the Red (c2, ths (ea of flame. 


— =. 
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For as the Jews of old by Gods command 
Travell'd, and ſaw no town; 
So now each Chriſtian hath his journeys fpann'd; 
T heir ſtorie es and ſets us doyyn. 
A ſingle deed is ſmall renown. 
Gods works are wide, and let in future times: 
His ancient juſtice overfloyys our crimes. 


Then have we too our guardian fires and clouds; 
Our Scripture-deyy drops faſt: 
We have our ſands and ferpents, tents and ſhroyyds; 
Alas! our murmurings come not laſt, 
But wherc's the cluſter? where's the caſte 
Of mine inheritance? Lord, if I muſt borrow, 
Let me as yyell take up their joy, as ſorrow. 


But can he want the grape, who hath the vine ? 
I have their fruit and more. 
Bleſſed be God, who proſper'd Noahs vine, 
And made it bring forth grapes good ftore. 
But much more him I muſt adore, 
Who of the Laws ſowre juice ſweet wine did make; 
Ev'n God himſelf, being preſſed for my ſake, 


——. —— ——— 


LO —— 


q Love unknown. 


Eare Friend, fit dewn, the tale is long and (ad: 
And in my faintings I preſume your love 
Will more complie, then help. A Lord I had, 
And have, of whom ſome grounds which may im- 
I hold for two lives, and both lives in me, ( prove, 
To him I brought a diſh of fruit one day, 
And in the middle placd my heart. Bur he 
( I figh to ſay ) 
E Loovukt 
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Lookt on a ſervant, who dil know his cye 
Better then you knoyy me, or ( which is one ) 
Then I my ſelf. The ſervant inſtantly 

Quitting the fruit, ſeiz'd on my heart alone, 
And threw it in a font, wherein did fall 

A ſtream of bloud, which iflu'd from the fide 
Of agreat rock : 1 well remember all, 

And have good cauſe: there it was dipt and di'd, 
And waſht, and wrung: the very wringing yer 
.Enforceth tears. Tour beart was foul, ] fear. 
Indecd 'tis true, 1 did and do commit 

Many a fault more then my leaſe will bear; 

Yet till askt pardon, and was not deni'd, 

But you ſhall kheare. After my heart was well, 
And clean and fair, as I one even-tide 

(I fightotell ) 

Walkt by my ſelf abroad, I ſaw a large 


And ſpacious furnace flaming, and thereon 
A boyling caldron, round about whoſe verge 
Was in great letters ſet AFFLICTION. | 
"The greatneſle thew'd the owner. So 1 went 
"Fo fetch alacrifice out of my fold, 

Thinking with that which I did thus preſent, 
T'o warm his loye, which I did fear grew cold, 
But as my hcart did tender it, the man 

\Who was to take it from mc, {hpt his hand, 
An] threw my heart intothe ſcalding panz 

My heart, that brouzhtit ( do you underſtand? ) 
'Fhe ofterers heart, Tour heart was hard, I fear. 
Ind:ed *tis true. I found a callous matter 

3egan to ſpread and to expatiate there: 

Bur with a richer drug then (calding water 

[ bath'd it often, evy'n with holy bloud, 

Which at a board, while many drunk bare wine, 
A friend did ſte] into my cup for good, 
Ev'ntaken inyardly, and molt divine 
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To ſupple hardneſſes. Bur at the length 


Out of the caldron getting, ſoon I fled 
Unto my houſe, where to repair the ſtrength 
Which I had loſt, I haſted to my bed. 
But when I thought to flecp our all theſe faults 

(I ſigh ro ſpeak ) 
I found that ſome had ſtufFd the bed with thoughts, 
I would ſay thorws. Deare, could my heart nor break, 
When with my pleaſures ey'n my reſt was gone ? 
Full well I underſtood, who had been there: 
For I had giv'n the key to none, but one: 
It muſt be he. Your heart was dull: I fear. 
Indeed a lack and ſleepie ſtate of minde 
Did oft poflefle me; (o that when I pray'd, 
Though my lips went, my heart did ſtay behinde. 
But all my (cores were by another paid, 
Who took the debt upon him. T r#h , Fricud, 
For ought I heare, your Maſter ſhows to you 
More favour thew you wot of. Mark the cud, 
The Font did onely mrhat was ol venw: 
The Caldron ſupple what was grown too hard : 
The thorps did quicken, what was grown too dull, 
All did but ſtrive to mend, what you bad marr'd. 
IWherefore be chbcer'd, and prazſe bim to the full 
Each day, cach hoxre, each moment of the week, 
Who fain would have you be a:w, teudcr , quick. 


BAD rem erewnn———  ——— ——_—_— - —_ —_ 
—_ _ 


—— 


$ Mans medley. 


Euk huw the birds do ſing, 
And woods do ring. 
All creatures have their joy: and man hath his, 
| Yet if we rightly meaſure, 
Mans joy and pleaſure 
Rather hereafter, then in preſent, is, 6 
F 2 0 
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To this life things of ſenſe 
Make their pretence: 
In th'other Angels have a right by birth : 
Man tics them both alone, 
And makes them one, 


With th'one hand touching heav*n,with th'other earth, 


bs Te 2 nt 


In ſoul he mounts and flies, 
In fleſh he dies. 
He wears a ſtuffe whoſe thread is courſe and round, c 
But trimm'd with curious lace, 
' And ſhould take place ; 
After the trimming, not the ſtufte and ground. 


Not, that he may not here 
Taſte of the cheer: 
But as birds drink, and ſtraight lift up their head, 
yo mult he ſip and think ( 
Of better drink | 
He may attain to, after he is dead. | 


But as his joyes are double; 
So is his trouble, 
He hath tywo winters, other things but one : 
Both froſts and thoughts do nip, 
And bite hisf . 
And he of all things fears two deaths alone, 


Yet ev'n the greateſt griefs 
May be reliefs, | 
Could he but take them rizhr, and in their wayes, 
Happie is he, whoſe heart 
| Hath tound the art 
To turn his double pains to double praile. 


« The 
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« The Storm. 


E as the windes and waters here below 
Do flie and floyy, 
My ſizhs and tears as buſe were aboye; 
Sure they would move 
And much affe& thee, as tempeſtuous times 
Amaze poore mortals, and obje@ their crimes. 


Starres have their ſtorms; ev'n in a high degree, 
As well as we. 
A throbbing conſcience ſpurred by remorſe 
Hath a ſtrange force: 
it quits the earth, and mounting more and more, 
Dares to aſſault thee, and beſiege thy doore, 


There it ſtands knocking, to thy muſicks yrong, 

And drowns the ſong, 
Glorie and honour are ſet by till ir 

An an{yer get, 
Poets have vrong'd poore ſtorms : ſuch dayes are beſt: 
They purge the aire without, within the breaſt, 


Ll 
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d Paradile- 


| Bleſle thee, Lord, becauſe I 6 R o vv 
Among thy trees, whichin a x ow 
To thee both fruit and order o w. 


What open force, or hidden CmwAarM 
Can blaſt my fruit, or bring me mn a R My, 
While the incloſure is thine aRM? 


F 3 Incloſe 
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Tncloſe me till for fear I sT arr. 
Be to me rather ſharp and TaRT, 
Then let me want thy hand& an T. 


When thou doſt greater judgements $P AR F, 
And with thy knife but prunc and p a R xg 
Ev'n fruitfull trees more fruitfull ans. 


Such ſharpnes ſhovvs the (weeteſt EF REND: 
Such cuttings rather heal then K = ND: 
And ſuch beginnings touch their END, 


_ _ — <— 


4 _ _ —————— —— 


« The Method. 


Poore heart, lamenc. 
For ſince thy God refuſeth Rl, 
'T here is ſome rub, ſome diſcontent, 


Which cools his will. 


Thy Father could 
Quickly effect, what thou doſt moyez 
For he 1s Pow:r: and ſure he would; . 
For he is Love. 


Go ſcarch this thing, 
Tumble tity breaſt,and turn thy book. 
It thou hadiſt loſt a glove or ring, 

Wouldit thou nut look ? 


What do I ſee 
Written above there ? Yeſterday 
IT did bebave me careleſly, 


Whez I did pray. 


And 
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And ſhould Gods eare 
To ſuch indifferents chained be, 
Who do not their owh motions hearc? 
Is God leflle free? 


But ſtiy! what's there? 


Late when 1 would have ſomething done, 


I had a motion to forbear, 
Tet I went 0n. 


And ſhould Gods eare, 
Which nee1s not man, be ty d to thoſe 
Who heare not him, but quickly heare 
 He:s utter focs? 


Then once more pray: 
Down with thy knees, up with thy voice, 
Scek pardon firſt, and God will lay, 
Glad heart rejoyce. 


Eu ——_—_——__——_ _—_— _— — — eanancd 
«} Divinitie, 
A* men, for fear the ſtarres ſhould ſleep and nod, 
And trip at night, have ſpheres ſuppli'd; 


As 1t a ſtarre were duller then a cl2d, 
Which knows his way without a guide: 


Juſt ſo the other heay'n they allo ſerve, 
Divinitics tranſcendent $kiz: 

Which with the edge of wit they cut and carve, 
Reaſon triumphs, and Faith lies by, 


Could not that wiſdome which firſt broacht the wine, 
Haye thicken'd it with dehnitions ? 
And jagg'd his ſeamlelle coat, had that been fine, 
With curious queſtions and diviſions? 
F 4 But 
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But all the doQrine, which he taught and gaye, 


Was cleare as heav'n, from whence it came. 
Ar leaſt thoſe beams of truth, which onely ſave, 
Surpaſle in brightneſſe any flame, 


Love God, and love your neighbour. Watch and pray, 
Do as you would be done unto. 

Odark inſtruQions; ey'n as dark as day! 
Who ean theſe Gordian knots undo? 


But he doth bid us take his bloud for wine. 
Bid whar he pleaſe yer T am fare, 

To take and taſte what he doth there deſigne, 
Is all chat faves, and not obſcure, 


Then burn ai icycles, fooliſh mans 
Break all thy ſpheres, and ſave thy head, 
Faith needs no ſtafle of fleſh, bur ſtoutly can 
To heav'n alone both go, and leade, 


—_ RY ttt. AM i 


Ephel. 4. 30. 
Grieve not the Holy Spirit, &c. 


Nd art thou grieved, ſweet and ſacred Dove, 
A When I am ſowre, 
And croſle thy love? 
Grieved for me? the God of ſtrength and power 
Griev'd for a worm, which when I tread, 
I pale away and leave it dead? 
Then 
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en weep mine eyes, the God of love doth grieve: 
- » Weep fooliſh heart, EDI 
And weeping live: 
For death is drie as dult, Yertit ye part, 
End as the night, whoſe ſable hue 
Your ſinnes expreſle; melt into dew, 


When ſawcie mirth ſhall knock or call at doore, 
Crie out, Get hence, 
Or crie no more, 
Almightie God doth grieve, he puts on ſenſe: 
I finne not to my grief alone, | 
But to my Gods tooz he doth grone, 


Oh take thy lute, and tune it to a ſtrain, 
Which-may with thee 
All day complain, 
There can. no diſcord but 1n ceaſing be. 
Marbles can weep; and ſurely ſtrings 
More bowels have then ſuch hard things. 


Lord, I adjudge my (elf ro tears and grief, 
Ev'n endleſle tears 
Without rchet. 
If a cleare ſpring for me no time forbeats, 
But runnes, althouyh | be not dric; 
I am-no Cryſtall, what ſhall I ? 


Yet if { wailnort Kill, ſince ill to wail 
Nature denies; 
And fleſh would fail, 
If my deſerts. were maſters of mine eyes : 
Lord, pardon, for thy ſonne mzaes good 
My want of tears with ſtore of blcud, 
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d The Familie, 


What doth this noiſe of thoughts within my heary 
As if they had a part ? 


What do theſe Joud complaints and pulling feats, 
As if there were no rule or cares ? 


But, Lord, the houſe and familic arc thine, 
Though ſome of them repine. 
Turn out theſe wranglers, which defile thy ſeat : 
For where thou dwelleſt all is near. 


Firſt Peace and Silence all diſputes controll, 
Then Order plaies the foul; 
And giving all things their fet forms and houres, 
Makes of wilde woods {yvect walks and boywres, 


Humble Obedience neare the doore doth ſtand, 
ExpeQting a command : 
Then whom in waiting nothing ſeems more ſlow, 
Nothing more quick when ſix doth go. - 


Joyes ofc are there, and griers as oft as joyes; 
But griefs without a noiſe: 
Yet ſpeak they louder then diftemiper'd fears, 
What is {o ſkill as filent tears ? 


"This is thy houſe, with theſe it doth abound: 
And where theſe are not found, 
Perhaps thou com'ſt ſometimes, and for a day; 
But not to 'gaxe a conſtant ſtay, 


d The 
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« The Size, 


(Ontent thee, greedie hearr, 
Modeſt and moderate joyes to thoſe, that have 
Title ro more hereafter when they part, 
Are paſſing brave. 
Let th' upper ſprings into the lovy 
Deſcend and fall, and thou doſt flovy., 


What though ſome have a franghe 
Of cloves and nutmegs, and in cinnamon ſail? 
If thou haſt wherewithall to ſpice a draught, 
When griefs prevail, 
And for the future time art heir 
To th' Ile of ſpices, is't not far? 


To be in both worlds full 
Is more then God was, who was hunerie here, 
Would thou his laws of faſting difanull? 
'..., Enact good cheer? 
Lay out thy joy, yet hope to ſave it ? 
Would thou both eat thy cake, and haye it? 


Great joyes are all at once; 
But little do reſerve themſelves for more: 
T hoſc have their hopes;thele what they have renounce, 
And live on (corc: 
T hoſe are at home; theſe journey till, 
And meet the reſt on Sions hull. 


Thy Saviour ſentenc'd joy, 
And in the fh:th condenm'd 1t as unke, 
Ar leaſt in lump? for ſuch doth oft deſtroy; 
Whereas a bit 
Doth tice us onto hopes of more, 


And for the preſenc health reſtore. 
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A Chriſtians ſtate and caſe 
Is not a corpuleat, but a thinne and ſpare, 
Yet ative ſtrength: whoſe long and bonie face 
Content and carc 
Do ſeem to equally divide, 
Like a eetener, not a bride, 


Wherefore (it down, good heart; 
Graſp not at much, for fear thou loſeſt all. 
It comforts fell according to deſert, 
They would grear froſts and ſnows deſtroy: 
For we ſhould count, Since the laſt joy. 


Then cloſe again the ſeam, 
Which thou haſt open'd: do not ſpread thy rebe 
In hope of great thitigs, Call to minde thy dream, 
An earthly globe, 
On whoſe meridian was engraven, 
T heſe ſeas are tears, and beav'n the bavyen. 


 ——————— Ee 


q Artillerie. 


A? I one ev'ning ſat before my cell, 
Me thoughts a ſtarre did ſhoot into my  Þ 
T roſe, and ſhook my clothes, as knowing well, 
That from {mall fircs comes ofr no ſmall miſhap: 

When ſuddenly I heard one ſay, 

Do as thou uſeſt, diſobey, 

Expell good morions from thy breaſ?, 
Which have the face of fire, but end inreſt. 
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I, who had heard of mufick ia the ſpheres, 
But not of ſpeech in ſtarres, began to myſe: 
But turning ro my God, whoſe miniſters 
The ftarresand all things are; If Lrefuſc, 
Dread Lord, faid I, fo oft m good; 
Then I refufe not ev'n with bioud 
Towath away my ſtubborn thought: 
For I will do, or ſuffer what I ought. + 


But I have alſo ſtarres and ſhooters too, 
Born where thy ſervants both arulleries uſe. 
My tears and prayers night and day do wooe, 
And work up to thecy yet thou doſt refule, 
Not, but Lam (I muſt ſay ſtill ) 
Much more oblig'd to do thy will, 
Then thou to grant mine: but becauſe 
Thy pronuſe now hath ev'n ſet thee thy laws. 


Then. we are fhooters both, and'thou doft' deipne- | 
To entcr combate with us, and conteſt 
With thine own clay. Burt I yould parley fain: 
Shunne not my arrows, and behold my breaſt. 

Yet if thou ſhunneſR;, F am thine: 

I muſt be fo, if I am-mine. 

There is no anicling yvith theet 
L am but finite, yet thine infinitely, 
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£9 | 

Rave roſey( alas!) where art thou? in the chair - ( 
Where thou dit lately fo triumph and ſhine, 

A worm doth fit, whoſe many feet and hair 

Are the more foul, the more thou yvert divine. 


This, this hath done.it, this did bite-the root. Hi 
And bottome of the leaves: which vwhen the winde 
Did once perceive, it bleyy them under foot, I 


Where rude unhallow'd ſteps do cruſh and grinde 
T heir beauteous glories. Onely ſhreds of thee, 
And thoſe all bitten, in thy chair I ſee. 


Why doth my Mother bluſh? is ſhe the roſe,y 
And ſhows it ſo? Indeed Chrifts precious bloud B 
Gave yowa colgur once; which when your fors 
Thought to let qut, the bleeding did you good, 
And mide you look much freſher then VT nn 
But when debares and fretting jealouſfics 
Did woxmand ,work-within.you more and more, - . 
Your colour faded,.and.calamities . | 
Turned your 1ruddieanto pale and bleak: 
Your health and beautie both began to break, 


Then did your (ev'rall parts unlooſc and ſtarr: 
Which when your neighbours ſaw,like 2 north-winde, 
T hey ruſhed in, and cat thenwvan the (lirt | 
Where Pagans tread. O Mother deare and kinde, | 
Where ſhall T get me eycs enough to weep, | 
As many eyes as ſtarres? Since it is night, 
And much of Aſia and Europe fiſt a{kep, 
And ev'nall Africk; would at leaſt T might 
With theſe two poore ones lick up all the deyy, 
Which falls by night, and poure 1t out for you! 


Juſtice. 


I 


He that did hu, logk. vPaics proud and bald. 
The diſhes'of thy Val_AZE feem'd to gape, 
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Dreaghull Gall Jute wAgea fright and.terrour 


\ Waſtchou of old, 


; When linneanderrour 
" Did ſhow and ſhape thy looks to me, 
And through their glaſſe acorous thee | 


' Like trvo'great pits; 

The beam and ſcape 
Did like-ſomie torr ring engine liow:- 
Thy hand above did burn and eloyy, 


Danting the ſtouteſt hearts, the proudeſt Wits, 
But now v thay Chriſte Phe vail preſents the [is Sik” 


- ] ſee no_fears: 


Thy hand is white, 
The ſcales like frag {x which attend: 


And interchangeably deſcend, 


Lifting to heaven from this well of tears. 


For where: ibe fore, thou Hill dia. call nx me,: 


' 1 Now 1 ſtill —_ 
And harp on thee. 


* Gods promiſes haye made thee mine: 


! Why ſhould Ljuſtice now decline 


Againſt me therais nane;tur for me much, 


$ The Pilgrimage. 


Travell'd on, ſeeing the bn lay 
My expectation. 
A long it was,and Weaty way. | 


4 


| p——n———— —_— - ——  O——  ————___ 


The oloomy' cave of Deſperation 


L lefr on th'one, and on the other de 


T he rock of Pr ide, 


And 
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And ſo Icame to phanſies medovy ſtrow'd 
| With many a flower: 
| Fain would There have made abode, 
But I wag quicken'd by my houre. 
So to cares cops I came, and there got through, 
With much ado. 


Thar led me to the wilde of paſſion, which 
.1 > + |, 1: Some callthe mold; 
A waſted place, but ſometimes rich. 
Here Iwasrobb'd of all my gold, 
Save one good Angel, which a friend had ti'd 
Cloſe to my fide. 


At length I gotunto the gladſgme hill, 
Mt $34G . Whete liy my hope, 
Wherelay my heart: and climbing ſill, 
When I had gain'dthe broyy and top, 
A lake of brackiſh waters oty the ground 
+. Was alll found, 


With that abafk'd and firudk with many a ſting 
. "Of ſwarming fears, 
I fell, and cry'd, Alas wy Kang! 
Can boththe way and end be tears? 
Yet taking heart, Loſe, and thenipercaw'd 
I wasdeceiv'd, 


My hill was further : ſo T flung away, 
Yet heard a crie 
Juſtas I went, None goes that way 
And lives : If thatbeal], ſaid I, 
Afﬀcer ſo foul a journey death is fair, 
And buta chair, 
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q The Holdfaft. 


T hreatned to obſerye the ſtri& decree 
| Of my deare God with all my pawer and might: 
Bur I was told by one, it could not bez « 
Yet I might truſt in God to be my light. 


Then will I truſt, (aid 1, in himalone, 
Nay, ev'n to truſt in him, was alfo his: 
We mult conteſſe that nothing is our own, 
Then I confeſle that he my ſuccour is. 


\ 


But to have nought is ours, not to canfeſſe 
That we have nought, I Rtoud amarz'd at this, 
Much troubled, till I heard a friend expreflc, 
T hat all things were more ours by being his, 
What Ada had; and forfeited for all, 
Chriſt keepeth now, who cannot fail or fall. 


_—O> 


4 Complaining. 
O not beguile my heart, 
D Becauſe thou art 
My power and wiſdome. Put me not to ſhame, 
Becaufe Iam 
Thy clay that weeps, thy duſt thatcalls. 


Thou art the Lord of gloriez 
The deed and toric 
Are both thy due : but a filly flie, 
That live or die 
According as the weather falls. 


Art thou all juſtice, Lord? 
Shows not thy word 
More attributes? Am I all throat or eye, 
To weep or crie? 
Haye I no parts but thoſe of grict ? 


Lex 
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Let not thy wrathfull power 
AMi& my houre, 
My inch of life; or let thy gracious power 
Contract my houre, 
That I may climbe and fande relief. 


«< The Diſcharge. 


U fie enquiring heart, what wouldſt thou know? 
Why doſt thou prie, 
And turn, and leer, and with alicorous eye 
| Look high and low, 


And in thy lookings ſtretch and grow? 


Haſt thou not made thy counts, and ſumm'd up all? 
Did not thy heart 
Giye up the whole, and with the whole depart? 
Let what will fall: 
That which is paſt who can recall ? 


Thy life is Gods, thy time to come is gone, 
| And is his right. 
He is thy night at noon: he is at night 
Thy noon alonc. 


The crop is his, for he hath ſown. 


And well it was for thee, when this befcll, 
That God did make 
Thy bulineſſe his, and in thy life partake: 
For thou canſt tell, 
If it be his once, all is well. 


Onely the preſent is thy part and fee. 
And happy thou, 
If, though thou didſt not beat thy future brow: 
T hou couldſt well ſee 
What preſent things requir'd of thee. 


1 hey 


4 


The. Church, 129 


They ask enouzghz way ſhoulgſt chou further go 2 
Raiſe not the mudde 
Of future depths, but drink the cleare and good, 
Dig not for wo 
In times to come; for jt will orow, 


Man and the preſentfit;ut he provide, 
He breaks the ſquare, 
This houre is mine : if for the next Icare, 
I grow too widc, 
And do encroachupon deaths fide: 


For death cach houre environs and ſurrounds. 
He that would knovy 
And care for future chances, cannot £0 
Unto thoſe grounds, 
But through a Churchyard yhich the bounds, 


Things preſent ſhrigk and. die: but they that ſpend 
©. Their thoughts and ſenic 
Oa future grief, do not remoye it thence, 
Bur it extend, 
And dray the bottome out an end. 


God chains the dog till night: wilt looſe the chain, 
And wake thy ſorrow ? 
Wilt thou foreſtall it, and now grieve to morrow, 
And then again 
Gricye over freſhly all thy pain? > 


Either grief will not come; or if it muſt, 
Do riot forccaſt: 
And while it cometh, it is almoſt palt. 
OY diſtruſt: 
3 is jult. 


My God hath promis'd; 


$d Praiſe, 
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« Praiſe. 


ng of Gloric, King of Peace, 
I will love thee : 
And that love may never ceaſe, 
1 will move thee. 


Thou haſt granted my requeſt, 
| Thou haſt heard me : 
Thou didft note my working breaſt, 
T hou haſt ſpar'd me, 


Wherefore with my-utmoR arr 

I will ling thee, 
And the cream of all my heart 

I will bring thee. 


Though my ſinnes againſt me cried, | 
T houdidR cleare rye ; 

And alone, when they rephed, 
Thou didit heare me. 


Sev*n whole dayes, not one in ſeven, 
I will praiſe thee. 

In my heart, though notin heaven, 
I can raiſe thee. 


Thou grey'ſt ſoft and moiſt with tears, 
Thou relentedſt ; | 

And when Juſtice call'd for fears, 
ThoudiflentedRt, 


Small it is, in wan ps ſorr 
o cnroll thee : 
Ev neternitic 1s too ſhort | 


Toextoll thee. 


The Church. 


q An Offering. 


Orme, bring thy gift, Tf bleſſings were as flow 
As mens returns, what yyould'become of fools? 
Whart haſt thou rhere? a heart? but is itpure ? 
Search well and ſee; for hearts have many holes, 
Yet one pure heart is nothing to beſtow: 
In Chriſt two natures met to be thy cure, 
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O that within us hearts had propagation, 

Since many gifts do challenge many hearts ! 

Yer one, if good, may title to a number 3 

And fiagle things grow fruirfwull by deſerts. 

In publick judgements one may be a nation, 
And fence a plague, while others ſleep and ſlumber, 


But all I fear is leſt thy heart diſpleaſe, 

As neither good, nor one: ſo oft divifions 

T hy lufts have made, and not thy lufts atone; 
Thy pafſions alſo have their ſer partitions. 
Theſe parcell out thy heart: recover theſe, 
And thou mayſt offer many gifts in one, 


There i3a balſome, or indeed a bloud, ( cloſe 
Dropping from heay*n, which doth both cleanſe and 
All forts of wounds; of ſuch ftrange” force it 18, 
Seek out this All-heal, and ſeck no repole, 

Llntill thou'finde and uſe it to *= good : | 

Then bring thy gift, and let thy hymne'be this; 


Since my ſadnefle 
Into gladneſle 
Lord thou doſt convert, 
Q accept 
What thou haſt kept, 
As thy due deſert, 


—_____Wpw__——_—_—_____— 


COSI A OO —_ 
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Had I many, 
Had I any, 
( For this heart is none) 
All were thine 
And none of mine; 
Surely thine alone, 


Yet thy favour 
' May give ſ{avour 
To this poore oblation 
And it raiſe 
To be thy praiſe, 
And be my ſalyation. | 


No ——___ — —_ a. 
—_ - _ : 


<q Longing. 
With ſick and famiſht eyes, 
With doubling knees and wearie bones, 
To thee my cries, 
To thee my grones, 
'To thee my lighs, my tears aſcend : 


No cnd ? 


| My throat, my ſoul 1s hoarſe; 
My heart is wither'd like a ground 
Which thou doſt curſe, 
My thoughts turn round, 
And make me giddie: Lord,I fall, 
| Yet call. 


From thee all pitic lows. 
Mothers are kinde, becadls thou art, 
And doſt diſpoſe 
Tothem a part : 
TT heir infants them zand they ſuck thee 
More frec, 


Lo 
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Bowels of pitie, heare! 
Lord of my ſoul, love of my minde, 
Bow down thine eare! 
Let not the winde 
Scatter my words, and in the (ame 


Thy Name! 


Look on my ſorrows round! 
Mark well my furnace} O what flames, 
What heats abound! 
What griefs, what ſhames? 
Conſider, Lordz Lord, bow thine eare, 
And hcarel 


Lord Jeſu, thou didſt boy 
Thy dying hcad upon the tree: 
O be not now 
More dead ro me! 
Lord heare! Shall be that made the eare, 
Not heare? 


Behold, thy duſt doth ftirrez 
It moves, it creeps, it aims at thee: 
Wilt thou deferre 
To ſuccour me, 

Thy pile of duſt, wherein each crumme 
. ayes, Come ? 


To thee help appertains, 
Halt thou lcfc all things to their courſe, 
And laid the reins 
Upon the horle ? 
Is all lockt? hath a finners plea 
, No key? 
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Indeed the world's thy book, 
Where all things have their leaf afſign'd: 
Yet a meek look 
Hathiaterlin'd. 
Thy board is full, yet humble gueſts 
Finde neſts, 


Thou tarrieſt, while I die, 
And fall to nothing: thou doſt reigne, 
| And rule on high, 
While I remain 
Ia bitter grief: yet am I ſid 
Thy childe. 


Lord, didſt thou leave thy throne, 
Not to relieve? hovy can it be, 
' Thatthouant grown 
T hus hard to mey 
Were linne alive, good cauſe there were 
To bear, 


But now both finne is dead, 
And all thy promiſes live. and. bide: 
That yvants his head; 
Theſe ſpeak and chide, 
And in thy boſome poure my tears, 
As theirs, 


Lord J x $1, heare my heart, 
Which hath been broken novy ſo long, 
Thar ev'ry part 
Hath'got a tongue! 
Thy beggars grow; rid'them away 
| To day. 


C 


By t 


My love, my ſweetneſle, heare! 
By theſe thy feet, at which my heart 
Lies all the yeare, 
Pluck our thy darr, 
And heal my troubled breaſt, which cryes, 
Which dyes. 


—_—— _—_ 
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« The Bag. 
Way deſpair; my gracious Lord doth heare. 
A Though windes and waves affault my keet, 
He doth preſerve it: he doth ſteer, 
Ev'n when the boat ſeems moſt to reel. 
Storms arc the triumph of his art : 
Well may he cloſe his cyes, but not his hearr. 


Haſt thou not heard, that my Lord Jzt$sus did? 
Then ler me tell thee a ſtrange ſtorie, 
The God of power, as he did ride 
In his majeſtick robes of glorie, 
Reſoly'd to light: and ſo one day 


He did deſcend, undrefling all the way, 


The ſtarres his tire of light and rings obtain'd, 
The cloud his bow, the fire his ſpear, 
The skie his azure mantle gain'd. 
And when they ask'd, os ha would yvcar; 
He ſmil'd and ſaid as he did go, 
He had new clothes a making here below. 


When he yas come, as travellers are wont, 
He did repair unto an ine, 
Both then and aftcr, many a brunt 
He did endure to cancell finne: 
And having giv'n the reſt before, 
kicre he gave up his ufe to pay our ſcore, 
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But as he was returning, there came onc 
That ran upon himwith a ſpear, 
He, whocame hither all alone, 
Bringing nor man, nor arms, nor fear, 
Receiv'd the blow upon his fide, 
And ſtraight he turd, and to his brethren cry'd, 


If ye have any thing to ſend or write, 
(I have no bag, but here is room 
Linto my fathers hands and fight 
( Belceve me ) it ſhall ſafely come. 
ThatT ſhall minde, whar you impart; 
Look, you may put it very neare my heart. 


Or if hereafter any of my friends 
Will uſe me in this kinde, the doore 
Shall ſtill be open; what he ſends 
I will preſent, and ſomewhat more, 
Not to his hurt. Sighs will convey 
Any thing to-me. Heark deſpair, away. : 


« The Jews. 


 POore nation, whoſe ſweet ſap and juice 
Our cyens have purſoin'd, and left you drie: 
Whoſe ſtreams we got by the Apoſtles ſluce, 
And uſcin baptiſme, whule ye pine and die: 
Who by not keeping once, became a debrer; 
And now by keeping loſe the letter; 


Oh that my prayers! mine, alas! 
Oh that ſome Angel might a trumpet ſound; 
Ar which the. Church falling upon her face 


Should crie ſo loud, untill the trump were drown'd, 


And by that cric of herdeare Lord obtain, 
That your (weet ſ:p mi»ht come again! 


q Thc 
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Struck the board, and cry'd, No more; 
I will abroad. 
What ? ſhall T ever figh and pine ? 
My lines and life are free; tree as & rode, 
Looſe as the yvinde, as large as ſtore. 
Shall I be ſbll in ſuir ? 
Have I no harveſt but a thorn 
Tolet me bloud, and not reftore 
What I have loſt with cordiall fruit ? 
Sure there was wine 
Before my fighs did drie it;there was corn 
Before my tears did drown it. 
Is the yeare onely loſt to me ? 
Have I no bayes to crown it? 
No flowers, no garlands gay? all blaſted ? 
All waſted ? 
| Not ſo, my heart: but there is fruit, 
And thou haſt hands. 
Recover all thy ſigh-blown age 
On double pleaſures: leave thy cold dilpute 
Of what 1s fit, and not forſake thy cage, 
Thy rope of lands, 
! Whichpettie thoughts have made, and made to thee 
| Good cable, to enforce and draw, 
And be thy lavw, 
While thon didſt wink and wouldit not ſee. 
Away; take heed, 
| | I will abroad. 
Call in thy dcaths head there: tie up thy fears, 
He that forbears 
To ſuit and ſerve his need, 
Deſerves his load. 
But as I rav'd and grew more fierce and wilde 
« At every word, 
Me thoughts I heard one calling, Childe: 
And I reply'd, 24y Lord. 


143 The Church. 
« The Glimpſe. 


VW Hither away delight ? 
* Thou cam'ſt but now; wilt thou ſo ſoon depart, 
And give me up to night ? | 
For many weeks of lingring pain and ſmart 
But one half houre of camfort for my heart ? ] 


Me thinks delight ſhould have 
More 6kill in mulick, and keep better time, 
Wert thou a winde or wave, 
They quickly go and come with leſter crime : 
Flow'rs look . hag and die not in their prime, 


Thy ſhort abode and ſtay 
Feeds not, but addes to the defire of mear, 

Lime begg'd of old (they ſay) 
A neighbour ſpring to cool his inward heart ; 
Which by the ſprings acceſle grew much more great, 


| In hope of thee my hearr 
Pickt here and there a crumme, and yvould not dic; 
But conſtant to his parr, 
When as my fears forctvld this, did replie , 
A {lender thread a gentle gueſt will tie. 


Yet if the heart that wept 

Muſt let thee go, return when it doth knock. 
Although thy heap be kept 

For future times, the droppings of the ſtock 

May oft break forth, and never break the lock, 


If I have more to ſpinne, 
The wheel ſhall go, fo that thy ſtay be ſhort. 
Thou knowſt how griet and finnc 
Diſturb the work. O make me not their ſport, 
Who by thy coming may be made a court | 
« Afurancc. 
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d Aſſurance. 


Q Spitefull bitter thong |! 
Bitterly ſpitcfull thought ! Couldſt thou inyent 
So high a torture ? Is fuch poyſon bought 2 
Doubtleſle, but in the way of puniſhment, 
When wit contrives to mcet with thee, 


No ſuch rank poyſon can there be, 


Thou faid'ſ but even nov, 
Thar all was not ſo fair as I con:eiv'd , 
Berwixt my God and me; that I allow 
And coin large hopes; but, that I was decciy'd; 
Either the league was broke, or nearc itz 
And, that I had great cauſe to fear ir, 


And what to this? what more 
Could po Jif it had a tongue, <xpreſle ? 
What is thy aim? wouldft thou unlock the doore 
To colddeſpairs,and gnawing penſiveneſſe ? 
Wouldſt thouraiſe devils ? I ſec, I knoyy, 
I writ thy purpoſe long ago. 


But T will to my Father, 
Who heard thee ſay it. O moſt gracious Lord, 
If all the hope and comfort that I gather, 
Were from my ſelf, I had not halt a word, 
Not half a letter to oppoſe 


What is objected by my foes. 


Bur thou art my deſert : 
And in this league, which nov my foes invade, 
Thou art not onely to perform chy par:, 
But alſo mine; as when the league was made, 
Thou didſt at once thy ſelf indite, 
And hold my hand, while 1 did wrne. 


G 3 Wherefore 
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Wherefore if thou canſt fail, 
"Then can thy truth and I: bur while rocks ſtand, 
And rivers ſtirre, thou canſt not ſhrink or quail : 
Yea, when both rocks and all things ſhall disband, 
 _ Thenfhale thun be my rock and tovyer, 
And make their ruine praiſe thy power. 


Now fooliſh thought go on, 
Spin out thy thread, and make thereof a coat 
1to hide thy ſhame: for thou haſt caſt a bone 
Which bounds on thee, and will nut down thy throat, 
What for it ſelf love once began, 
Nov love and teuth wilLend in man, 


$ The Call. | 


Ome, my Way, my Truth, my Life: 
Such a Way, as gives us breath; 

Such a Truth, as ends all ſtrife : 

And ſach a Lifc, as killeth death, 


Come, my Light, my Feaſt, my Strength: 
Such a Light, as ſhows a feaſt: 

Such a Feaſt, as mends in length: 

Such a Strength, as makes hus gueſt, 


Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart: 
Sucha Joy, as none can move : 
Such a Love, as none can part: 

Such a Heart, as joyes in love. 


« Claſping 


4A kk IH A, » Wen 
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C Claſping of hands. 


Ord, thou art mine, and I am thine, 
If nine Tam: and thine much more,. 
Then I or ought, or can be mine, 
Yet to be thine, doth me reſtore; 
So that again I now. am mine, 
And with advantage mine the more: 
Since this being mane; brings with it thine, 
And thou with me doſt thee reſtore. 
If I without thee would be mine, 
I neither ſhould bc mine not thine, 


. 


Lord, I am thine, and thou art mine: 
So mine thou art, that ſomething more 
I may preſume thee mine, then thine, 
For thou didſt ſuffer to reſtore 
Not thec, but me, and to be mine : 
And with adyantage mine the more, 
Since thou in death waſt none of thine, 
Yer then as mine didſt me-reftore. 
O be mine Kill! fill make me thine: 
Or rather make no-Thine and Mine. 


_y 


© Praiſe. 


Ord, I will mean and ſpeak thy praiſe, 
Thy praile alone. 
My bufie heart ſhill ſpinne ir _ dayes: 
And when it ſtops for want of ſtore, 
Then will I wring ir with a ſigh or grone, 
| Thar thou mayſt yet have more, 
G 4 When 
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When thou doſt favour any aRion, 


Ir runnes, it flies: 
All things concurre to give it a = ion. 
That which had but two legs before, 
When thou dofſt blefie,hath twelve:one ywheel doth rife 


To twentie then, or more. 


But when thou doſt on buſineflc bloyy, 
It hangs, it clogs: 
Not all the teams of Albion in a rovv 
Can hale or drayv it out of doore, 
Legs are but ſtumps, and Pharaohs wheels bat logs, 
And ftruzgling hinders more, 


T houlands of things do thee employ 
In ruling all 
Thus ſpacjous globe: Angels muſt have their joy, 
Devils thcir rod, the ſea his ſhore, 
The yvindes their ſtint: and yet when I did call, 
Thou heardſt my call, and more, 


I have not loſt one fingle tear: 
But when mine eyes 
Did weep to heav'n, they found a bottle there 
( As we have boxes for the poore ) 
Readie to take them in; yet of a ſize 
That would contain much more. 


But after thou hadlſt ſlipt a dro 
From thy right eye, 
(Which there did hang like {treamers neare the top 
Of ſome fair church, to ſhoyy the ſore 
And bloulie bartell which thou once didſt trie ) 
The glafle was full and more. 


Wherefore 


" 
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Wherefore I ſing, Yet ſince my heart, 
Though preſs'd, runnes thing 
O that T might ſome other hearts convert, 
And fo take up at uſe good ſtore; 
That to thy cheſts there might be coming in 
Both all my praiſe, and more! 


ſO — — * _ 
— 
PR ne - — 
—_—_— 


$ Joſephs coat, 


VV Ounded I ſing, tormented f indite, 
Thrown down I tall into a bed, and reſt: 
Sorrow hath chang'd its note: ſuch is his will, 
Who changerh all things as him pleaſcth beſt. 
For well he knows, if but one grief and ſmart 
Among my many had his full carcer, 
Sure it would carric with it ev'n my heart, 
And both would runne untill they found a biere 
To fetch the bodice; both being due to grief. 
But he hath ſpoil'd the race, and giv'n to anguiſh 
One of Joyes coats, ticing it with relict 
Tolinger in me, and together languith, 
I live to ſhew his power, who once did bring 


My joyes to weep, and now my griefs to fi Ps 


_— 


< The Pulley, 


WW Hen God at firſt made Man, 
Having aglaſle of bleſſings Randingby; 
Let us ( ſaid he) poure on him all we can: 
Let the worlds riches, which diſperſed lie, 

| | Contract into a ſpan, 


G. 5 GG. 
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So ſtrength firſt made a wayz 


Then bcautie flow'd, then wiſdome, honour, pleaſure, 


When almoſ all was out, God made a ſtay, 
Pexceiving that alone of all his treaſure 
Reſt inthe botrome lay. 


For if I ſhould ( ſaid he) 
Beftow this jewell alſo on my creature, 
He would adore my gifts in ſtead of me, 
And reſt in Nature, not the God of Nature : 
Sa both ſhould loſers be. 


Yet let him keep the reſt, 
But keep them with repining reſtleſneſle: 
Lethim be rich and wearie, that at leaſt, 
If goedneſſe leade him nor, yet wearineſſe 

May tofſe himto my breaſt, 


_—_— —_—_ te. 


PF oF OOH 


$ The Prieſthood. 


Leſt Order, which in power doſt ſo cxcell, 
That with th'one hand thou lifteſt ro the skic, 
And with the other throweſt doyvn to hell 

In thy juſt cenſures; fain would I drayy nigh, 
Fain put thee on, exchanging my lay-ſword 

For that of th'holy Word. 


But thou art fire, ſacred and hallow'd fire; 
And1I but earth and clay : ſhould T preſume 
To wear thy habit, the ſevere attire 

My ſlender compoſitions might conſume, 

1 am both foul and brittle; much unkfi 


To deal in boly Writ. 


vg 
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Yet have T often ſeen, by cunning hand 
And force of fire, what curious things are made 
Of wretched earth, Where once I ſcorn'd to ſtand, 
That earth is firted by the fire and trade 
Of skilfull artiſts, for the boards of thoſe 

Who make the braveſt ſhows, 
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But fince thoſe great ones, be they ne're ſo great, 
Come from the earth,from whence thoſe veſlels comez 
So that at once both feeder, diſh, and meat 

Have one beginning and one finall ſumme: 


I do not greatly wonder at the fight, 
If earth in earth delight. 


But th' holy men of God ſuch veſſels are, 

As ſerve him up, who all the world commands: 

When God vouchſafeth to become our fare, 

Their hands convey him, who conveys their hands, 

O what pure things, moſt pure muſt thoſe things be, 
Who bring my God to me}: 


Therefore I dare not, I, put forth my hand - 
To hcld the Ark, althqughit ſeem to ſhake 
Through th? old finnes and neyy doftrines of our land. 
Onely, fince God doth often veſſels make 
Of lowly matter for high uſes meet, 
I throw me at lis/tcet, 


There will I lie, untill'my Makerfeek 
For ſome mean ſtuffe whereon.to ſhow his Skill; 
Then is my time. The diſtance of the meck 
Doth flatter power. Left good come ſhort of ill 
In-praifing might, the poore do by ſubmiſſion 

What pride by oppoſition. ; 


« The | 


| 
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« The Search. 


AJ Pikes Q, whither att thoy fled, 
My Lord, my Love? 
My ſearches are my daily bread; 
Yet never prove. 


My knees pierce th' earth, mine ejes the $kie; 
And yet the ſphere 

And centre both to me denie 
That thou art there. 


Yet can mark how herbs below 

Grow green and gay; 
As if to meet thee they did know, 

While I decay. 


Yer can 1 mark how ſtarres above 
| Simper and ſhine, 
As having keyes unzo thy love, 

While pooreI pine. 


I ſent a fighto ſeek thee our, 
Deep drawn in pain, 
Wing'd like an arrow: but my ſcout 
Returns in vain, 


I tun'd another ( having tore ) 
Into a grone, 
Becauſe the ſearch was dumbe before: 
Bur all was one, 


Lord, doſt thou fome ney fabrick mold 

| Which favour winnes, 
Hd keeps the preſent, leaving th' old 
Unto their annes? 


W 


W 
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Where is my God? what hidden place 
Concealstheedtill ? 

What covert dare eclipſe thy face? 

Is it thy will? 


O let not that of any thing: 
Let rather braſſe, 
Or ſteel, or mountains be thy ring, 
And I will vaſe 


Thy will ſuch an intrenching is, 
As paſſeth thought: 
Toit all ſtrength, all lubtilries 


Are things of nought, 


Thy will fach a ftrange diſtance is, 
As thar to it 

Eaſt and Weſt touch, the pole: do kiffe, - 
And parallels meer, 


Since then my grief muſt be as Jarge, 
Asis thy ſpace, 

Thy diftance from me; (ce my charge; 
Lord, ſo my cale, 


O take theſe barres, theſe lengths away; 
Turn, and reſtore me: 
Be not Almightie; let me (ay, 
Againſt, but for me. 


When thou doſt rurn, and wilt be neare; 
What edge ſo keen, 
What point ſo piercing can appeare 
' To come beryyeen? 


For as thy abſence doth excel 


All diſtance known; 
So doth thy neareneſſe bear the bell, 


Making ro one, 
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« Grief. 


O Who willgive me tears? Come all ye ſprings; 
Dwell in my head and eyes: come clouds, & rain: 
My grief hath nced of all the watry things, 

That nature hath produc'd. Let ev'ry vein 

Suck up a river to-ſupply.mine eyes, 

My weary weeping eyes tao drie far me, _ . 

Unleſle they get new conduits, neyv ſupplies 

'To bear them our, and with my ſtate agree. 

Whar are two ſhallow footds, two little pouts 

Of a lefſe world? the greater is bat ſmall, 

A narrow cupboard for my griefs and doubts, 

Which want proviſion in the midſt of all. 

Verſes, ye are too fine a thing, too wiſe 

For my rough ſorrows: ceaſe, be dumbe and mute; ( 
Give up your feet and running to mine eyes, | 
And keep your meaſures for lomi lovers lute, 
Whoſe grief allows him mufick and a ryme: 

For mine excludes both meaſure, tune;and time. 
6 Alas, my God! 
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T. The. Crofle. 


What is this ſtrange and uncouth thing? 
To make me figh, and ſeek, and faint, and die, 
UntillT had ſome place, where I might ſing, 

And ſerve thee; and not onely JT, - | 
But all my weakh and familie miphe combine 
'To ſer thy honour vp,as our debgne, 
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And then when after much delay, 
Much wraftling, many a combate this deare end, 
So much defar'd, is giv'n, to take ayyay | 
My power toſerve thee; to unbend 
All my abilities, my defignes confound, 
And lay my threatnings bleeding on the ground, * 


One ague dwellethin my bones, 

Another in my ſoul ( the memorie 

What I would do for thee, if once my grones 
Could be allow'd for harmonic ) 

T amin all a weak diſabled thing, 

Saye in the ſight thereof, where ſtrength doth ſting, 


Beſides, things ſort not to my will, 
Ev'n when my will doth ſtudie thy renoyen: 
Thou turneſt th? edge of all things on me ſtill, 
Taking me up to throw me down: 
So that, ey'n when my hopes ſeem to be ſped, 
Jam to grief alive, to themas dead. 


To have my aim, and yet to be 
Farther from it then when I bent my bow;z 
To make my hopes my torture, and the fce 

Of all my yyoes another wo, 

Is in the midſt of delicates to need, 
And ev'nin Paradiſe to be a weed. 


Ah my deare Father, eaſe my ſmart ! , 
Theſe centrarieties cruſh me: theſe croſſe ations 
Do winde a rope about, and cut my heart: 

And yet fince theſe thy contradictions 
Are properly a croſle felt by thy ſonne, 
With but fourc words, my words, Thy wilt be doze. 


$ The 
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C The Flower, 


HoOw freſh, O Lord, how freer and clean | 
Are thyreturns ! ey'n as the flow'rs in ſpring; 
To which, beſides their own demean, 
The late-paſt froſts tributes of pleaſure bring. 
Grief melts away 
Like ſnow in May, 
As if there were no ſuch cold thing. 


Who would have thought my ſhrivel'd heart 
Could have recoyer'd greennefle ? Tt was gone 
Qune under ground, as flow'rs depart 
To ſee their mother-root, when they have blown z 
Where they together 
All the hard weather, 
Dead to the world, keep houſe unknown. 


Theſe are thy wonders, Lord of poyver, 
Killing and quickning, bringing dowa to hell 
And up to heaven in an houre; 
Making a chimung of a paſſing-bell, 
We {ay amifle, 
T his or that is: 
Thy word is all, if we could ſpell. 


O that T once paſt changing were, 
Faſt in thy Paradiſe, where no flow'r can wither ! 
Many a ſpring I ſhoot up fair, 
Oftring at heay'n, growing and groning thither: 
Nor doth my flower 
Want a ſpring-ſhovwre, 
My {linnes and ] joyning together, 
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But while T grow in a ſtraight line, 
Still upwards bent, as if heav'n were mine own, 
'Thy anger comes, and I decline: 
What froſt to that? yyhat pole is not the zone, 
Where all things burn, 
When thou dofſt turn, 
And the leaſt frown of thinc is ſhown? 


And now in age I bud again, 
After ſo many deaths I live and write; 
I once more ſmell the devy and rain, 
And reliſh verling. O my onely light, 
It cannot be 
T hat 1 am he 
On whom thy tempeſts fell all night, 


Thele are thy wonders, Lord of love, 
To make us ſee we are but flow'rs that glide: 
Which when yye once can finde and prove, 
Thou haſt a garden for us, where to þide., 
Who would be more, 
Syelling through ſore, 
Forfeit their Paradiſe by ther pride. 


Dotage. 


Alſe glozing pleaſures, casks of happineſle, 
Foolith night- fires, womens and childrens wiſhes, 
Chaſesin Arras, gmlded emprineſle, 
Shadows well mounted, dreams in a career, 
Embroider'd lyes, nothing between two dithes; 

Theſe are the pleaſures here, 
Trye carneſt ſorrows, rooted mileries, 
Anguith in grain, vexations ripe and blown, 
Sure-footed griets, ſolid calamuries, 
Plain demonſtrations, evident and cleare, 
Fetching their proofs ev'n from the very bone; 
Theſe are the ſorrows heres But 


162 The Church, 


But oh the folly of diſtracted men, 

Who griefs in earneft, joyes in jeſt purſue; 

Preferring, like brute beaſts, a lothſome den 

Before a court, ey/n that above (o cleare, 

Where are-no ſorrows, but delights more true, 
Thea miſcries are here ! 


—_W— ——— 


C The Sonne, 


Et forrain nations of their language boaſt, 

Lia fine varietie each tongue aftords: 
I like our language, as our men and coaſt: 
Who cannot dfefic it well, want wit, not words. 
How neatly do yve give one onely name 
To parents iſſue and the fannes bright ſtarre! 
A ſonne is light and fruit; a fruitfull lame 
Ch the fathers dimnefle, carri'd farre 
From the firſt man in th' Eaſt, to freſh and new 
Weſtern diſcov'ries of poſteritie. 
So in one word our Lords humilitic 
We turn upon him in a ſenſe moſt true: 

For what Chriſt once in humbleneſle began, 

We him in glorie call, The Sonne of Man. 


— 
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q A true Hymne, 


Myr joy, my life, my crown! 
My heart was meaning all the day, 
Somewhat it fain would ſay: 

And till it runneth mutt'ring up and down 


With onely this, My joy, wy life, my crows ! 


Yet 
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Yet ſlight not theſe fewy words : 
If truly ſaid, they may take part 
Among the beſt in arr. 
The finenefle which a hymne or plalme affords, 
Is, when the ſoul unto the lines accords. 


He who craves all the minde, 
And all the ſoul, and ſtrength, and time, 
: If the words onely ryme, 
Juſtly complains, that ſomewhat is behinde 
To make hus verſe, or write a hymne in kinde. 


Whereas if th'heart be moved, 
Although the verſe be ſomewhat ſcant, 
God doth ſupply the want. 
As when th'hearrt (ayes (t13hing to be approved ) 
O, could T bve | and ſtopsz God writeth, Loved. 
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«F The Anſwer. 


M: comforts drop and melt away like ſnovv? 

I ſhake my head, and all the thoughts and ends 

Which my fierce youth did bandie, fall and flow 

Like leaves about me, or like ſummer friends, 

Flyes of eſtates and ſunne-ſhine. But to all, 

Who think me eager, hot, and undertaking, 

But in my proſecutians flack and ſmall ; 

{ As a young exhalation, newly waking, 

| Scorns his firſt bed of dirt, and means the skiez 

But cooling by the way, grows purſie and ſlow, 

And ſetling to a cloud, doth live and die 

In that dark ſtate of tears: to all, that ſo 
Show me, and ſer me,1 have one reply, 


f Which they that know the reſt, know more then I. 
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«& A Dialogue-Antheme, 
Chriſtian, Death. l 
Ebr. Ae poore Death! where is thy glorie? Cal 


Where is thy famous force,thy ancient ſting? 


Dea. Alas poore mortall, void of ſtorie! 
Go ſpell and reade how 1 have kill d thy Xing, Th 


Chr, Poore death! and who was hurt thereby ? 
Thy curſe being laid on him,makes thee accurſt, 


Dea. Let loſers talk: yet thou ſhalt die 3 (worſt, T 
Theſe arms ſhall cruſh thee. Chr.Spare not,do thy 
I ſhall be one day better then bebo 
Thou fo much worſe,that thou ſhalt be no more, | : 
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C The Water-courſe, 
Hou who doſt dyell and linger here beloyy, 


Since the condition of this world is frail, 
Where of all plants affliftions ſooneſt grow; 
If troubles overtake thee, do not yail : 


Life ? 
Strife ? 


For who can look for lefle, that loveth 3 


But rather turn the pipe, and waters courſe 

T o lerve thy ſ{innes, and furniſh thee with ſore 

Of ſov'raigne tears, ſpringing from true remorſe: 
That ſo in purenefle thou mayſt kim adore, 
Salvation. 
Damnation. 


«| Self. 


Who gives to man, as he ſces fit, 


— 
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« Self-condemnation. 
*T'Hou who condemneſt Jewiſh hate, 


For chooſing Barabbas a murderer 
Before the Lord of glorie; 
Look back upon thine own eſtate, 
Call home thine eye (that buſie wanderer - 
That choice may be thy ſtorie. 


He that doth love, and love amiſſe 
This worlds delights before true Chriſtian joy, 
Hath made a Jewiſh choice: 
The world an ancient murderer is; 
Thouſands of ſouls it hath and doth deftroy 
With her enchanting voice. 


He that hath made a ſorrie wedding , 
Between his ſoul and gold, and hath preferr'd 
Falſe gain before the true, 
Hath done what he condemnes in reading: 
For he hath ſold for money his deare Lord, 
And is a Judas-Jew. 
Thus we prevent the laſt great day, 
And judge our ſelves. That light, which fin & paſſion 
Did before dimme and choke, 
When once thoſe ſnuffes are ta'ne away, 
Shines bright andcleare, ey'n unto condemnation, 
Withour excule or cloke. 


————_ 
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« Bitter-ſwect. 


H my deare angrie Lord! 
Since thou doſt love, yet ſtrike; 
Caſt down, yet help afford; 
Sure I will do the like, 
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I will complain, yet praiſe; 


I will bewail, approve: 

And all my ſowre-ſweet dayes b 

I will lament, and love. 
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$ The Glance, 


WW Hen firſt thy ſweet and gracious eye 
Vouchſafd ev'n in the midſt of —_ and night 
Tolook upon me, who before did lie 

; Weltring in finnes 

I felt a ſugred ſtrange delight, 

Paſſing all kb made by any art, 
Bedey, embalme, and overrunne my heart, 
| And take it in, 


Since that time many a bitter ſtorm 
My ſoul hath felr, ev'n able ro deſtroy, 
Had the malicious and ill-mearing harm 
: His (wing and ſway ; 
But ftill thy ſer originall joy 
Sprung from thine eye, did work within my ſoul, 
And ſurging, griefs, when they grew bold, controll, 
And got the day, 


If thy firſt glance ſo powerfull be, 
A mirth bur open'd, and feal'd up again 3 
What wonders ſhall we feel, when we ſhall ſee 
Thy tfull-ey'd love ! 
Whenthou ſhalt look us our of pain, 
And one aſpe& of thine ſpend in delight 
Moxe then a thouſand ſunnes disburſe in light, 
Og In hcav'n aboye! 


d The 
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$ The 23 Palme. 


He God of love my ſhepherd is, 
And he that doth me feed: 
| While he is mine, and Iam his, 
What can I want or need? 


He leads me to the tender grafle, | | 
Where I both feed and reſt; | 
Then to the ſtreams that gently paſſe: 
In both I have the beſt, 


Or if I ſtray, he doth convert 

And bring my minde in frame: 
And all this not for my deſert, 
But for his holy name, 


Yea, in deaths ſhadie black abode 
Well may I walk, not fear: 

Forthou art with me; and thy rod 
To guide, thy ſtaffe to bear. 


Nay,thoudoſt make me ſit and dine, 
Ev'n in my enemies ſight: 

My head with oyl, my cup with wine 

Runnes over day and night, 


Surcly thy feet and wondrous love 
Shall mcaſure all my dayes : 

And as it never ſhall remove, 
So neither ſhall my praiſes, 


« Mare 
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<q Marie Magdalene. 


; 7 Hen blefled Marie wip'd her Saviours feet, 
VV Whoſe precepts ſhe had trampled on before) 
And wore them for a jewell on herhead, 

Shewing his ſteps ſhould be the ſtreet, 

Wherein ſhe thenceftaorth evermore 
With penſive humblenefle would live and tread: My 


She being ſtain'd her ſelf, why did ſhe ſtrive 
To make him clean, who could not be defil'd? 
Why kept ſhe not Hertears for her own faults, 
And not his feet? Though we could dive * 
In tears like ſeas, our finnes are pil'd M 
Deeper then they, in words, and works, and thoughts, 


Ano 


Deare ſoul, ſhe knew who did vouchſafe and deigne 
To bear her filth; and that her: finnes did daſh. p 
Ev'n God himſelf : yvherefore ſhe was nor loth, 

As ſhe had brought wherewith to ſtain, 

Soto bring in wherewith to waſh: 
And yet in waſhing one ſhe waſhed both, 


—_ —_ 
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« Aaron. 


Olincfle on the head, 
Light and perfe&ions on the breaſt, 
Harmonious balls below, raiſing the dead 
To leade them unto life and reſt : 
Thus are true Aarons dreſt. 
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Profanenefle in my head, 
Defe&s and darknefle in my breaſt, 
A noiſe of paſſions ringing me tor dead 
U nto a place where 15 no reſt: , 
Poore prieſt thus am I dreRt. 


Cnely 


p 
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Onely another head | 
I have,another heart and breaſt, 
Another muſick, making live nor dead, 


Without ywwhom I could have no reft; 
In him 1 am well dreft. 


Chriſt is my onely head, 
My alone onaly heart and breaſt, 
My onely muſick, ſtriking me ev'n dead; 
| That to the old man I may reſt, 
And be in him ney dreft. 


So holy in my head, 
Perfe& and light in my deare breaſt, 
My doQrine tun'd by Chriſt, (who is not dead, 
But lives in me while I do reſt) 
Come people; Aaron's dreft. 
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«] The Odour, 2, Cor.2. 
jo" ſweetly doth My Maſter ſound! My Maſter! 
As Amber-greete leaves a rich ſenr 
Unto the taſter: 
- So do theſe words 2 (weet content, 
An orientall fragrancie, My Mafter. 


With theſe all day Ido perfume my minde, 
My minde ey'n thruſt into them both;] 
That I might finde 
Whar cordtals make this curious broth, * 
This broth of ſmells,that feeds and fats my minde. 


My Maſter, ſhall T ſpeak? O that to thee 
My ſervant were a little ſo, 

As fleſh may bez 

Thar theſe two words might crecp & grow 

To ſome degree of {picineſle to thee! 


Thi y 
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Then ſhould the Pomander, which was before 
; A ſpeaking Geez, mend by refleRion, 
And tell mc more: 
. For pardon of my impertc@ion 
Would warm and work it ſweeter then before, 


For when My Maſter, which alone is ſweet, 
| Andev'n in my unworthinefle pleaſing, 
| Shall call and meet; 
My, ſervaet , as thee not diſpleaſing, 
That call is bur the breathing of the ſweet. 


This breathing would with gains by (weetning me 
| (As ſyeet things trafhick yhen they meet) 
Return to thee. 
And ſo this nxzwv commerce and ſyyeet 
. Should all my life employ, and buſie me. 
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«| The Foil. 


/ Ir we could ſee below 

The ſphere of yertue, and each ſhining grace 
As plainly as that aboye doth | 

"This were the berrer skie, the brighter place, 


God hath nuade ſtarres the foil 
To et off vertves ; griefs to ſer off finning: = 
Yet in this wretched world we toil, 
As if grief were not foul,nor vertue winning. 


mmm — 


| C The Forerunners, 
"= harbingers arc come. Sce,ſee their mark; 
& White is their colour,and behold my head, 
Bur muſt they have my brain? muſt they diſpark 
Thoſe (p:rKing notions,which therein were bred? 
Muſt duln:fle turn me to a clod ? 


Fo have they left me, Thou art /till my God. 
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Good men ye be, to leave me my beſt room, 
Ey'n all my heart,and-what is lodged there: 
7 paſſe not, I, whar of the reſt become, 

So T hou art /till my God, be out of fear. 


He will be pleaſed with that dittie; 
And if I plcaſe him, 1 write fine and wittie, 


Farewell ſweet phraſes, loyely metaphors. 

But will ye leayve-me thus? when ye before 

Of ſtews and brothels onely knew the doores, 

Then did T waſh you with my tears,and more, 
Brought you to Church well dreſt and clad; 

My God muſt have my beſt, ev'nall I had. 


Lovely enchanting language, ſugar-canc, 

Hony of roſes, whither wilt thou flie? 

Hath ſome fond lover tic'd thee to thy bane? 

And wilt thou leave the Church,and love a ftte? 
Fic, thou wilt ſoil thy broider'd coat, 

And hurt thy (elf, and him that. ſings the note. 


Let fooliſh lovers,.if they will love -duns, 
With canvas,not with arras clothe their thame: 
Let follie ſpeak in her own native tongue, 
True beautic dwells on high : ours isa flame 

But borrow'd thence to light-us th ther, 
Beautie and beautcous words ſhould go rogerher. 


Yet if you go, I paſle not; take your way: 

For, Thou art ſtill my Goaz1s all th:x ye 

Perhaps with more embelliſhment can ſay, 

Go burds of ſpring: let winter have his tee; 
Ler a bleak paleneſle chalk the doore, 

; So all within be liveher then before, 
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«q The Roſe. But 


Reſle me not to-take more pleaſure Say 
P In this world of fugred lies, 
And to uſe alarger meaſure 

T hen my ftri&,yer welcome ſize. _ 


Firſt, there is no pleaſure here: 
Colour priefs indeed there are, 


Bluſhing woesghat look as clexre! "Ro ,, 1 
As if they could bcaune ſparc. 
Or if ſuch deceits there be, * 1 


Such delights I mcant to (ay; 


'T here are no ſuch things ro me, n 
Who have paſs'd my right away. 

But I will nog much oppoſe p! 
Unto what you noyy adviſe; > 

Onely take this gentle roſe, I 
And therein my anſwer lies, 

What is fairer then a roſc? # 
What is ſweeter?yet it purgeth. I 


Purgings enmitie diſclole, 
Enmune forbearance urgeth, 


If then all that worldlings prize 
. Be contracted to a role; 
Sweetly there indced it lies, 
But it. biteth in the clole. 


So this flow'r doth judge and ſentence 
Worldly joyes to be a ſcourge: 

For they all produ:e repentance, 

And repentance is a purge. ( 
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But I health, not phyſick choole: 
Onely though I you oppoſe, 


Say that fairly I retule, 
For my anſwer is a roſe. 
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«| Diſcipline. 


"ee away thy rod, 
T hrow away thy wrath: 
O my God, 


Take the gentle path, 


For my hearts defire 
Unto thine 1s bent: 

I aſpire 
To a full conſent. 


Not a word or look 
I affect to own, 

But by book, 
And thy book alone. 


T hough I fail, I wcep: 
Though I halt in pace, 

Yet I crcep 
To the throne of grace. 


Then let yvrath remove; 
Love will do the deed : 


For with love 


Stonic hearts will blecd. 


Love is ſwift of foot; 
Love's a man of warre, 

And can ſhoot, 
Andcan hit from farce, 
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Who can ſcape his bow?” 

That which wrought on thee, 
Brought thee lows, 

Needs muſt work on me. 

'Throv away thy rod: 


Though man frailties hath, 
Thou art God: 
Throw away thy: wrath. . 


EF The Invitation. 


"Oe ye hither all, whoſe taſtc 

| Is your waſte; 

Save.your coſt,and mend your fare. 
Gcd is here prepar'd and dreſt, 

And the feaſt; - 


God, in whom all dainties-.are, 


Come ye hither all, whom wine 
Doth define, 
Numing you nat to your-good: 
Weep what ye have drunk amille, 
And drink this, ' 
Which before ye drink is bloud. 


Come ye hither all, whom pain - 
Doth arraigne, 
Bringinz all. your finnes to fight: 
[T aſte and fcar not; God is here 
In this cheer; .. 


And on finne doth caſt the fright... 


Come ye hither all, whom joy 

Doth deſtroy, 
While ye graze without your bounds: 
Here is joy that drowneth quire 


As.a 
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Cotne ye hither all, whoſe love 
Is your dove, 
And exalts you to the $kie; 
Here is love,which having bteath ' 
Ev'n in death, 
After death can never die. 


Lord, I have invited all , * 
And I ſhalt 
Still invite,ſtill call to thee: 
For it ſeems but juſt and right 
In my fight, 
Where is all, there all ſhould be. 


—— 


- 


« The Banquet, 
Elcome ſweet and ſacred cheer, 
Welcome deare 3 
With me, in me, live and'dywell; 
For thy neatneſle paſleth fizht, 
Thy delight 
, Pafſeth rongue to taſte or ell, 


O what ſweetnefle from the bowl 
Fills my ſoul, 

Such as is, and makes divine! 

Is ſome ſtarre (fled from the ſphere) 
Melted therc., 

As we ſugar melt in wine? - 


Or hath ſweetnefle in the bread 
Made a head 
To ſubdue the ſmell of finne? 
Flow'rs,and gummes,1nd poyvders giving 
| All / 2 living, 
Leſt the enemie ſhould wigne? 0s 
; ont = 1 Doubt. 
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Doabtleſlſe, neither Rarre nor floyver 
Hath the power 

Sach a ſweetnefle to imparr : 

Oncly God, who gives perfumes, 
Hleſh aſſumes, 

And with it perfumes my heart. 


But as Pemanders and wood 
Still are good, 
Yer being bruis'd are better ſerced: 
God, to ſhow how farre his love 
Could LMProve, 
Here, as broken, is prelentcd, 


When I had forgot my birth, 
And on carth 
In delights of earth was drown'd; 
God took bloud,and needs would be 
Spilt with me, 
And ſo found me on the ground. 


Having rais'd me to look up, 

In a cup 
Sweetly he doth racet my taſte. 
Bur I ſtill being low and ſhort, 

Farre from court, 
Wine becomes a wing at laſt, 


For With it alone I flie 
To the skic*+ 
Where I wipe mine cyes,and (ce 
What 1 ſeek, for what I ſue; 
Him I view, 
Who hath done ſo much for me. 


Let 


RN "A... 
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Let the wonder of this pitie 
Be my dittic 
And take up my lines and life: 
Hearken under pain of death, | 
Hands 284 biceih, , 
Strive in this,and love the ſtrife, 


FS 


| — I 
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The. Poſte, 


Et wits conteſt, 
And with their words ©nd polics viindowws fl: 
Lefſe then the-lea/# 
Of all thy mercies, is my poſie ſtill, 


This on my rnnz, 
This by my picture,m my book + wrine: 
Whether: 1' "rel 
Oc ſay, or dhiEtxte, this is my Ichi; hr, 


Invention. rcſt, 
Compar.fons £0 play,wit ule thy vill: 

Leſſethen the lea? 
Of ail Goas mere RS), iS my polie ill, 


Egou_—_ > 


C A Parodi IC 
Goes joy , WW = thou art Zone, 
And | alone. 
Which cannot ve, | 
Beczule thou doſt abzde yeh gs: } on 
And I depend on thee 5; 


Vet wh.n thou doſt ſupprefie 
The cheertulneſlc 
Ot thy -abgde, 
And in my powers not, ſtirs; abroad, | 
t Hut leaye me to my load: 'a; 
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O what a damp and thade 
Doth me- invadel 
Nao ſtormie. night. 
Tan ſo affliftor ſo affright, - 
As.thy eclipſed light. . 


Ah Lord! do not withdravyy 
Leſt want of ay 
Make Sinne-appeare; 
And when thou doſt þut ſhine leſle cleare; - 
Say, that thouart novhere; 


And then what life I have, 
While'Sinne doth tave, - 
And falſly:boaſt, . 
"That F may ſeek but thou artloſt;. 
Thou and alone thou kney'R.-. 


O.what a deadly cold: 
Doth me infold! 
I half belegye 
"That Sinne ſayes true;but while I grieve, - 
Thou com'ſt'anddoſt relieve, 


- 
OI 


- The_Elixer.. 
"od me, my God and King, - 
-In all things thee to-ſee, 
Aid: what I do in any thing, ; 
Teo do itas-for thee;- / 
Not rudely, as a beaſt; 
Torunne into an aRion; 


But il} ro make thee prepofieſt, - 
\_ AndygiycithisperieRtions .-: 


w—_{ hu. 
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A man that looks on glaſle, 

On it may ſtay his eye ; 
Os if he pleaſerh, through it paſſe, 
; And then the heay'n eſpic, 


All' may of thee partake: 

Nothing can be 6 miean, 
Which with his tinQure (for th ſake) 

Will not grow bright an clean, 


* 


A ſervant with this clauſe - 
Makes drudgeric divine. 

Who ſwceps a room, as for thy laws, ' 
Makes that and th* aRion fine. 


This is the famous ſtone - 
| That rurneth all to gold: 
For that which 'God doth touch and own 
Cannot for: kfle be told. 


—— —— 


«A Wreath. 


_'Wreathed garland of deſerved praike, 
Ot praile deſerved,unto thee I give, 

I give to thee,who knowelt all my ways, 
My crooked winding wayes, whetein I live, ' 
Wherein I dic,not hve : for life is ſtraight, 
Straight as a line, and cyer tends to thee, 
To thee,who art morc farre above deceit, 
Then deceit ſeems above ſimplicitie. 
Give me ſimplicitie,that I may live, , © _, 
So live and like,that 1 may know thy woyes, | 
Knvw them ——— them: anode, | ah _ 

tu wnreath,give thee a'croyen bf praule. 
Hox this poore Yreath give thee 3 crown & Fn” Death 
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CT Death. 


Eath, thou waſt once an uncouth hideous thing, 


Nothing but bones, un 
T he (ad effe of ſadder grones: Ti 
Thy mouth was open, but thou couldlt not fling, - 


For we conlider'd thee as at ſome fix 


— Or ten yeares hence, 
After the lofle of life and ſenſe , 
Eleſh being turn'd to duſt, and bones to ſticks, 
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We lookt on this fide of thee, ſhooting ſhort; 
Where yve did finde 
The ſhells of fledge ſouls left behinde, 
Dry duit,which ſheds no tears, but may extorrt. 


. But fince our Saviours death did put ſome bloud 
- Into thy face, 
Thou art grown fair and full of grace, 
Much in requeſt, much ſought for, as a good, 


For vc do now behold thee gay and glad, 
__ Avsatdooms-day; 
When ſouls ſhall weawtheir new aray,. 
And all thy bones with beaurtie hall beclad, 


Therefore we can go die as {]cep, and truſt- 
Halfthat we have. | 

Unto an honeſt Faithfull grave; | | 

Making our pilloyys either. down, or duſt. 


q Dooms- 
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« Dooms-day, 


(,Ome away; 
Make no delay. 
Summon all the duſt to riſe, 
Till it Rirre, and rubbe the eyes; 
While this member jogs the other, 
Each one vwhiſpring, Ltve you brother ? 


Come away, 
Make this the day. 
Duſt, alas, no mulick feels, 
But thy trumpet: then it kneels, 
As peculiar notes and ſtrains 
Cure Tarantulaes raging pains, 


Come away, 
O make no ſtay! 
Let the graves make their confeſſion, 
Le at length they plead poſſeſſion: 
Flethes tubbornneſſe may have 
Read that leflon to the grave, 


Come away , 
| Thy flock doth ſtray. 
Some to ywindes their bodice lend, 
Andin them may drown a friend: 
Some 1n noiſome vapours grow 


Tc a plague and publick wo. 


Come away, 
Help our decay, 
Man is out of order hurÞ'd, 
ParcePd out to all the world. 
Lord, thy broken conſort raiſe, 


And the mukck {hall be prailc : 


C Judge= 
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Lmighty Judge,how ſhill poore'wretches brook * 


Thy dreadfull look, 
Able a heart of iron to appall, 
When thou ſhalt call 
For ev'ry mans peculiar book? 


What others mean to do, I knownot well: - - 
Yet] heare tell, 
Thatſome will turn thee'to ſcme leaves therein * 
So void of ſmney 
T hat they in merit ſhall excell; -- 


But I reſolve, when thou ſhalt call for mine, -- - 


That-to decline, -- 
And thruſt -a/ teſtament into thy hands 


Let tht be ſcann'd: _ 
There thou ſhalt finde my faults are thine. 
Promenade nee Sn rn 
Heaven. - 
() Who will ſhow me thoſe delights on __ | 
Echo. 
"Thou Echo, thow-art morta!l, x11 men ES. 
Echo. No.- 
Wertthounot born among the trees and leaves? 
Echo. Leaves. - * 
And are there any leaves, that fill- abide 2 - - 
E cho. Bide. 
Whatleavesare they? impart the matter wholly, 
Echo. Holy. 
Are holy leaves the Echo then of blifſe? 
| Echo. Tes. 
[Thea<ell me yehat is that ſupreme delight ? 
Echo. Light: - 


Light 


L 


( 


| 
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Light tothe minde: what ſhall the will enjoy? - 
Echo. - Foy. | 

Bat are there cares and buſinefic with the pleaſure? - © 
Echo. Leiſure. 

Light, joy, and-leiſure; bur ſhall they perlever? : 
Echo. Ever. 


b——— an 
* = -— 


q Love: 
:rOve bale me welcome: yet my foul drew back, 
L Guiltie ofduſt and finne. 
Bur quick-cy'd Loye, obſerving me grow ſlack -- 
From my firſt entrance in, 


Drew nearer to me; (weetly queſtioning, 
If-1 lack'd-any thing, . - 


AgueR, I anſwer'd, worthy to be here: 
Love ſaid, You ſhall be he. - 
I the unkinde, ungratefull? Ah my deare, 
I cannot look on thee. 
Love-took my hand,and.ſmiling did reply, 
Who made the Jaw 4 I? 


Truth Lord, but Thave marr'd them: let my flame ' 
Go where it doth deſerve. 
And know you not, ſayes Love, who bote theblame? 
My deare, then I will ſerve. 
You muſt fit down, ſayes Love, and taſtc my meat: - 
So1idid-fir and ear, 


FINS. 
Glorie be to God on high, and on'earth* 
peace, good will towards. SR 
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AN C-: © Lmightic Lord,who from thy glorious 
WAI?) throne 7 


ay SW Sceſt andrulcſt all things eyn as one: 
35> 262f T he (malleſt ant or atome knoyws thy 
_ power, 
ew Knownallo ro cach minute of an houre 
Much more do Common-weals acknowledge thee, - 
And yvrap their policies in thy decree, 
Complying with thy counſels, doing novght 
Which doth not meet with an eternall choughte. 
But above all, thy Church and Spoule doth proye 
Not the decrees of power, but bands of love. 
Early didſt thou ariſe to plantthis vine; 
Which might the morc indeare it to be thine, 
Spices come from the Eaſt; ſo did thy Spouſe, 
Trimme as the lighr, {weet as the lagen boughs 
Of Noahbs ſhadie vine, chaſte as the dove; 
Prepar'd and fitted to receive thy love, 
"The courſe was wcſtward, that the funnc might lizks 
As well our underſtanding as our fight, I | 
Where th' Ark did reſt, there Abraham began 
To bring the other ark from Canaan. 
Moſes purſu'd this: but King Solomon 
Finiſht and fixt the old religion. | 
When it grew looſe, the Jews" did Hope in vain 
By nailing Chriſt to faſten it again. 
But to the Gentiles he borecrofile and all, 


Rending with carthquakes the partition-wall, 


O 


Onely whereas the Aik ingloze ſhong,, . ..: .. 

Now with the crofle, aswith a ſtaffs; alone, 

Religion, like apilgrime, Weſtyrard beneye, « 8, 
NOCK-« 
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/ Knocking at all doores, cyer as ſhe went, 


Yet as the (unne, though forward be his flight, 
Liſtens behinde him, and allows ſome light, 
Till all depart » fo went the Church her way; 
Letting, while one foot ſtept, the other ſtay 
Among the eaſtern nations tor a time, 
Tillboth removed to the weſtern clime, 
To Egypt firſt ſhe came, where they did prove 
Wonders of anger once, but now of love. 
The ten Commandments there did flouriſh more 
Then the ten bitter plagues had done before . 
Holy Macarius and great Anthonie 
Made Pharaoh Moſes , changing tlr' hiſtoric, 
Goſhen was darknefle, Eeypt full of lights, 
Nilus for monſters brought forth Iſraelites. 
Such power hath mightie Baptiſme ro produce 
For things miſshipen, things of hi hef ule. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are! 

Who may with thee compare? 
Religion thence fled into Greece, where arts 
Gave her the higheſt place in all mens hearts. 
Learning was pos'd, Philoſophie was ſer, 
Sophiſters raken in a fiſhers net. 
Plato and Ariſtotle were at a loſle, 
And wheePd about again to ſpell Chri/?-Crofe. 
Prayers chag'd ſyllogilmes into their den, 
And Ergo was transform'd into Amen. 
Though Greece took horſe as ſoon as Egypt did, 
And Kome as bothz yet Egypt faſter rid, 
And ſpent her period and prefixed time 
Before the other. Greece being palt her prime, 
Religion yent to Rome, ſubduing thole, | 
Who, that they might ſubdue, made all rheir foes. 
The Warrier his.deere skarres no more reſounds, 
But ſeems to yeeld Chriſt hath the greater wounds3 
Wounds willingly endur'd to work his bliſle, 
Who by anambuth loſt his Paradiſe, The 
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'The great heart Roops, and taketh from the duſt 
A ſad repentance, not the ſpoils of luſt: : 
x xr op ſp:ary keft it ſhould pierce agrin 
Him in his members,who for him was lain, 
The Shepherds hook grevv to a ſcepter here, 
Giving new names and numbers to the yeare. 
But th' Empire dwelt in Greece, to comfort them 
Who were cut ſhortin Alexanders ſtemme. 
In both of thele Proweſle and Arts did rame 
And eune mens hearts againſt the Goſpel came: 
- Which uſing, and not fearing $kill in th' one, 
Or ſtrength in th' other, did ere& her throne. 
Many a rentand ſtrugsling thi Empire knevv, | 
(As dying things are wone) untill it flew' 
At length to Germante, (till weſtward bending, 
And there the Churches feftivall attending: 
That as before Empire and Atts made way) 
(For no lefle Harbingers would ſerve then they) 
Sothey might ſtill, and point us out the place . 
Where firſt the Church ſhould raiſe her rnnced faces 
Strength levels grounds, Art makes a garden therez 
TT hen fhowres Religion, and makes 9 bear, 
Spais 1n the Empire ſhar'd with Germanie, 
ut Englagd in the higher viQtoriez 
Giving the Church a crown to keep her ſt:te, -+ 
And not go leſſe then ſhe had done of he, 
Con/tantines Br niſh-line mean this of old, - 
And did this myſteric wrap up and fold 
Within a ſlicet of paper, which was rent : 
From times great Chronicle, and hither ſent. 
'T hus both the Church and Sunne together ran * 
Unto the fartheſt old meridian. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counſels are! 
Who may with thee compare? 

Much about one and theſame time and place, 
Both where and when the Church began her ths | 

inne 
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Sinne did ſet out of Eaſtern Babylon; 

And travelP'd weſtward alſo: journeying on 

He chid the Church away, where ere he came, 
Breaking her peace, and tamting her good name. - 
Ac firſt he got:to Egypr;and did ſow 

Gardens of gods,wnich ev'ry yeare did grow, 
Freſh and fine deities. They vere at great coſt, - 
Who for a god clearely a fallet Loſt. 

Ah! what a thing is man deyoid of grace, - 
Adoring garlick with an humble face, 

Begging his food of that which he may ear, - 
Starving the while he worſhippeth his meat! 

Who makes a root his god, how low ' ishe, 

If God and man be ſevcr'd infinitelyt 

What wretchedneſſe can give him any room, - 
Whoſe houſe is foul, while he adores his broom? : 
None will belceve this now, though money be 
In us the ſame tranſplanted foolerie, 

Thus Sinne in Egypt ſneaked for a while; 

His higheft 'was an ox or crocodile, - 

And ſuch poore game. Thence he to Greece doth paſſe, 
And being craftier much then goodnefle was, 

He left bekinde him gorriſons of finnes, 

To make good tharwhichev'ry day he winnes. 
Here Sinne took heart, and fora garden-bed 

Rich ſhrines and oracles he purchaſed: 

He grew a gallant, and would necds foretell 

As well what ſhould befall, as what befell. 

Nay, he became a poet, and would ſerve 

His pills of ſublimate in that conterve. - 

The world came both with hands and parſes full-. 
To this great lotterie, and all would pull. 

Bur all was glorious cheating, brave deceit, 
Where ſome poore truths were ſhuffled for a bait © 
To credit him,and to diſcredit thoſe 


Who after hirnhould braver truths diſclole, 
Frorn * 
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From Greece he went to Rome: and as before 
He was a God,now he's an Emperour, 

Nero and others lodg'd him bravely there, 
Pur him in truſt to rule the Romane ſphere. 
Glorice was his chief inſtrument of old: 


Pleaſure ſucceeded ſtraight,when that grew cold: 


Which ſoon was blown to ſuch a mighty flame, 
That though our Saviour did deſtroy the game, 
Diſparking oracles, and all their treaſure, 
Setting iQtion to encounter pleaſure; 
Yer did a rogue with hope of carnall joy 
Cheat the moſt ſubtill nations, Who ſo coy, 
So trimme, as Greece and Egypt? yet their hearts 
Are giyen over, for their curious arts, 
Toſuch Mahometan ſtupidities, 
As the old heathen would deem prodigics, 
How deare to me,O God, thy counſels are! 

Who may with thee compare? 
Onely the Weſt and Rome do keep them free 
From this contagious infidelitie. | 
And this is all the Rock, whereof they boaſt, 
As Rome will one day finde unto her coſt, 
vinne being not ableto extirpare quite 
The Churches here, bravely reſolv'd one night 
To bc a Church-man too, and wear a Mitre: 
T he old debauched rufhan would turn writer. 
I ſavy him in his ſtudie, where he (ate 
Bulie in controverſies ſprung of late, 
A gown and pen became him wondrous well: 
His grave aſpe& had more of heav'n then hell: 
Onely there was a handſome piCure by, 
To which he lent a corner of his eye. 
As Sinne in Greece a Prophet was before, 
And inold Rome a mightie Emperour; 
So now being Prieſt he plainly did profcfle 
To make a jeſt of Chriſts three offices: 


The 
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The rather ſince his ſcatter'd jugglings were 
United now in one both time and ſphere, 
From Egypt he took pettie deities, 

Erom Greece oracular infallibiliries, 

And from old Rome the libertie of pleaſure, 

By free diſpenfings of rhe Churches treaſure, 
Then in memortall of his ancicnt throne 

He did ſurname his palace, Babylon. 

Yet that he might the bettey gain all nations, 
And make that name good by their tranſmigrations; 
From all theſe places, bur at divers times, 
Ae took fine vizards to conceal his crimes: 
From Egypt Anchoriſme and retiredneſle, 
Learning trom Greece,from old Rome ſtatelineſic; 
And blending theſe he carri'd all mens eyes, 
While Truth ſit by, counting his viQtories: 
Whereby he grevy apace, _ {corn'd to uſe 

Such torce as once did captivate the Jevvs; 

But did bewitch,1nd fk work each nation 
Into a voluntarie tranſmigration. 

All poſte to Rome: Princes ſubmit rheir necks 
Either t his publick foot or private tricks, 

It did nor fit his gravitic to ſtirre, 

Nor his long journeygnor his gout and furre. 
Therefore he = out able miniſters, 
Stateſmen within, without doores cloiſterers: 
Who without ſpear, or ſword, or other drumme 
T hen what was 1n their tongue, did oycrcome;z 
And having conquer'd , did ſo ſtrangely rule, 
That the whole world did ſeem but the Popes mule. 
As new and old Rome did one Empire twiltz 

So both together are one Antichriſt, 

Yer with ro faces, as their Fanus wasz 

Being inthis their eld crackt looking-glaſle. 
How deare to me, O God, thy counſels :rc! 

| Whom y with thee compare? 


Thus 
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Thus Sinne triumphs in Weſtern Babylen ; 
Yet not as Sinne , but as Relicion , 
Of his two thrones he made the latter beſt, 
And to defray his journey from the eaſt, 
Old and new. Babylon are to hell and night, 
As is the moon and ſunne to heay'n and lighr, 
When th' one did ſet, the other did take place, 
Confronting equally the layy and grace, 
They are hells land-marks , Satans double creſt: 
'T hey are Sinnes nipples, feeding th' caſt and weſt, 
:But as in vice the copie ſill exceeds 
"The pattern, bur not ſo in vertuous deeds; 
So though Sinne made'his latter feat the better, 
Thelatter Churchis to the firſt a debter . 
The ſecond Temple could not reach the firſts 
'And the late reformation never durſR 
Compare with ancient times and purer yearesz 
Bur in the Jews and us deſerveth tears, 
Nay, it ſhall ey'ry yeare decreaſe and fade; 
Till ſuch a darknefle do the world invade 
At Chrifts laſt coming, as his firſt did finde: 
Yet muſt there ſuch proportions be aſſign'd 
To theſe diminiſhings,as is between = 
The ſpacious world and Fury tobe ſeen. 
Religion ſtands on tip-toe in our land, 
Realy to paſſe rothe American ſtrand. 
When height of malice, and prodigious luſts, 
Impudent'{nning, witchcrafts, and diſtruſts 
( T he marks of future bane) ſhall fall our cup 
Ulrito the brimme, and make ow meaſure up: 
When Sein ſhall (wallow Tiher, and the Thames 
By letting in them both , pollutes her ftreams: 
When Iralie of us ſhall haye her will, 
And all her caleader of-finnes fulfill; 
Whereby one may forctell, what finnes nextyeare 


Shall both in France and Ev2lang donuncer; 
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Then ſhall Religion to America flee: 

They have their times.of Goſpel, ev'n as wwe, 

My God, thou doſt prepare for them a way 
By carrying firſt their gold from them ayay: 

For gold and gracc did neycr yet agree: 

Religion alwaies ſides with povertie. 

We think we rob them, but vve think amiſle: 

We are more pooxe, and they more rich by this, 

Thou wiltrevenge their quarrell, making ooes 

To pay ourdebts, and leave our ancicnt place 

Togo to them, while that which now their nation 
But lends to us, ſhall be ourdeſolation, 

Yet as the Church ſhall thither weſtward flic, 

So Sinne ſhall trace and<og her inſtantly: 

They have their period alſo an4 ſet times 

Both for their vertuous ations and their crimes. 

And where of old the Empire and the Arts 

Utherd the Goſpel ever in mens hearts, 

Spain hath done one;-when Arts perform the other, 

he Church ſhall come, & Sinthe Church ſhall ſma- 
nat wh:n they have accompliſhed the round, ( ther: 

And met in th' eaſt their firit and ancient ſound, 
Judgement may meet themr both-& ſearchtim round, 
Thus do both lights, as wellin Church as Sunne, 
Light one another, and together runne. 

Thus alſo Sinne and Darknefle follow ſtill 

The Church and Sunne with all their power and skill, 
But as the Sunne ſtill goes beth welt and eaſt; 

So alſo did the, Church by going weſt 

Still eaſtward go; becauſe it drew more neare 

To time and place, where judgement ſhall appeare, 
;How deare to me, 0 G04, thy counſels are! 

Who may with thee compare? 
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Ing of glorie, King of peace, 
Wat Ti one wo. | pes to ceale; 
With the other bleſſe thy ſheep, 
Thee to love, in thee to {leep. 
Let not Sinne deyoure thy fold, 
Bragging that thy bloud is cold, 
Thar thy deathis alſodead, 
While his conqueſts daily ſpread; 
T hat tliy fleſh hath loſt his food, 
And thy Crofle is common wood. ( 
Choke him, let him ſiy no more, 
But reſerve his breath in ſtore, 
Till thy conqueſts and his fall 
Make his ſighs toule it all, 
And then hgrgain with the winde 
Todilcharge what is bchiade. 


Bleſſed be God alone, 
Thrice bleſſed Three in One. 
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